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DSUMMBR*^GHT'S DREAM. 



^-t 



OBSERVATIONS. 



Midsummer-moht's dream.] This play was entered at 
Stationers' Hall, Oct. 8, 1600, by Thomas Fisher. It is 
probable that the hint for it was received from Chaucer^s 
Knight's Tale. 

There is an old black letter pamphlet by W. Bettie> 
called Tit(ma find Theseus, entered at Stationers' Hall, in 
1608 ; but Shakespeare has taken no hints from it. Titania 
is also the name of the Queen of the Fairies in Decker^s 
Whore of Babylon, 1607. Steeven?. 

Wild and fantastical as this play is, all the parts in their 
various modes are well written, and give the kind of plea- 
sure which the author designed. Fairies in his time 
were much in fashion Y common tradition had made them 
familiar, and Spenser's poem had made them great. 

Johnson. 

Johnson's concluding observation on this play, is not 
conceived with his usual judgment. There is no analogy 
or resemblance whatever between the Fairies of Spenser, 
and those of Shakespeare.*. The Fairies of Spenser, as 
appears from his description of them in the second book 
of the Fairy Q,ueen, canto x. were a race of mortals cre- 
ated by Prometheus, of the human size, shape, and af 
foctions, and subject to death. But those of Shakespeare, 
and of common tradition, as Johnson calls them, were a 
diminutive race of sportful beings, endowed with immor- 
tality and supernatural power, totally different from those 
of Spenser. M. Mason. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

T1118EU8, duke of Athens. 
Eazvayfather to Hermia, 

Dimwus \ Unlove with Hermia. 

Philostrate, nuuterofthe revels to ThiHUB. 

QpiNCE, the carpenter. 

Sinro, tiie joiner. 

Bottom, the weaver. 

Flute, the bellows-mender. 

SvouT, the tinker. 

Starveling, the tailor. 

HippoLYTA, queen of the Amazons^ betrothed to Tkeii\ 
Hermia, daughter to Egeus^ in love with Lysander. 
Helena, in love with Demetrius. 

Oberon, king of the fairies. 

TiTANiA, queen of the fairies. 

Puck, or Kobin-oooofellow, a fairy. 

PeA&-BLP8S0M, \ 

Cobweb, f r* • • 

Moth, "> Famt>. 

Mustard-seed, 

Pyramus, 

Thisbe, 

Wall, 

MoonsbinEi 

Lion, 



Characters in the interlude, perfor, 
by the Clt/wns 



O&er Fairies, attendir^ their king and queen. At 
dants on Theseus and Uippolyta. 

iSC£JV!E, Athens and a Wood not far from it. 



MIDSUMM£R-NIGHT'S DREAM. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L— Athens. A Room in the Palace of Thisevs. 
Enter TeBSEVSy Hippoltta, Philostrate, and jMm- 

dants, 

Theseus. 

j^ OW, fair Hippolyta, our DUptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon : but, oh, methinks how slow 
This old moon w^nes ! she lingers my desires, 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager. 
Long withering out a young man's reyeQue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves in nights; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate,^ 
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit' of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals. 
The pale companion is not for our pomp. [£a?. Phil. 

— Hippolyta:, I woo*d thee with my sword, 
And won thy love,, doing, thee injuries ; 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter Egeus, Hermia, Ltsander, and Demetrius. 

Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke ! 

The. Thanks, good Egeus : What's the news with thee T 

Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. 
— Stand forth, Demetrius ; — ^My noble lord, 
This man hath my consent to marry her : 
— Stand forth, Lysander ; — and, my gracious duke^ 
This hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child : 

Vol. m. k.^ 



10 midsummer-kight's dream. act I. 

— ^Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 

And mterchang'd love-tokens with my child : 

Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung, 

With feig^ng voice, verses of feijzning^love ; 

And stol'n the impression of her fantasy 

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats; messengers 

Of strong prevailment in unharden'd. youth : 

With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart ; 

Torn'd her obedience, which is due to me, 

To stubborn harshness : — And, my gracious duke. 

Be it so she will not here before your grace 

Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

1 beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 

As she is mine, 1 may dispose of her : 

Which shall be either to this gentleman, 

Or to her death ; accoisding to our law, 

Immediately provided in that case.^ 

The. What say. you, Hermia ? be advisM, fair maid -. 
To you your &ther should be as a god ; 
One that composed your beauties ; yea-, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 
By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her> So is Lysander. 

llie. In himself he is : 
But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice, 
The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my father look'd but with my eyes. 

The. Rather your eyes must with his judgment look. 

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon mc. 
I know not by what power I am made bold ; 
Nor how it may concern my modesty. 
In such a presence here, to plead my thoughts : 
But I beseech your grace that 1 may. kno.w * 
The worst that' may befal me in this case, 
If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to die the death,* or to abjure 

[11 By a law of Solon, parents had an absolute pdwer of life and death over the 
Qwldieo. So it suited the poet's purpose well eoongh to suppose the AUienians lu 
it before. Or perhws he neither thought nor knew any thing of the matter. 

WARBURTON. 
rsq Shakeq>eare employs this scriptural en>res8ion inKlns John; and I mec 
with it «Ciio io the 2d part of the Downfall of Robert £«rl q( IiuntinKdoo. 

STEfiVEKS. 



\ 



ACT I. MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S DREAM. 21 

For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires. 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice. 

You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady. cloister mew'd, 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting ^nt hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their bloody 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd. 

Than that, which, With'ring on the virgin thorn. 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord. 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, to whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. • 

Tiie. Take time to pause : and, by the next new moon, 
(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me. 
For everlasting bond of fellowships 
Upon that day either prepare to die. 
For disobedience to your father's will ; 
Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would ;. 
Or on Diana's altar to protest. 
For aye, austerity, and single Ufie. 

Dem, Relent, sweet Hermia; — And, Lysander, yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lys, You have her Other's love, Demetrius; 
Let me have Hermia's ; do you ma^y him. 

Ege, Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my love ; 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 
And s|^e is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he. 
As well possessed ; my love is more than his ; 
.My fortunes every wny as fairly rank'd. 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius' ; 
And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
I am bclov'd of beauteous Hermia : 
Wliy should not I then prosecute my right ? 
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head. 
Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in Ldolatry.y 



12 uidsuhiier-night's dreau. act I. 

upon this spotted and inconstant man.' 

The. 1 must confess, that I have heard so much, 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof j 

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it. — But, Demetrius, come ; 

And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 

1 have some private schooling for you both. 

— For you, £air Hermia, look you arm yourself 

To fit your fancies to your Other's will ; 

Or else the law of Athens yields you up 

(Which by no means we may extenuate) 

To death, or to a vow of single life. 

- -Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, .my love ? 
-Demetrius, and Egeus, go along : 

{ must employ you in some business 

Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 

Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 
Ege, With duty and desire, we follow you. 

[Exe, Thes. Hip. Egeus, Dem. and train. 

Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek so pale? 

How chance the roses there do rade so fast ? 
Her. Belike, for want of rain ; which I could well 

Beteem^ them from the tempest of mine eyes. 
Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read. 

Could ever hear my tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, either it was different in blood ; — . 
Her. O cross ! too high to be enthrall'd to low ! 
Lys. Or else misgpraffed, in respect of years ; — 
Her. O spite ! too old to be engaged to young ! 
Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends ;— 
Her. O hell ! to choose love by another's eye I • 
L/ys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 

War, death, oi sickness did lay siege to it ; 

Making it momentary as a sound, 

Swifl as a shadow, short as any dream ; 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night,* 

[31 As spotUsi is innocent, so tpoUed is wiciccd. JOHNSON. 
[4] Give them, bestow upon tliem. Tbe word is used by Spenser. JOHN. 
** So would I, said tlie enctianter, glad and fain 
" BtUem to you tiis swchhJ, you to defend.** Fairy Qwen. 
But I ratlier thinli that to beteem^ io this place, signifies (as in the northern counties'^ 
tOMur out; from (onmer, Danish. STEEVENS. 

[5] CoUUdi i. e. black, smutted witJi coal, a word still used in the midland 
•ounties. STEEVENS. 



ACT I. midsummer-night's dmlam. is 

That, in a spleen, unfoldsf" both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold / 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her. If then true lovers have been ever crossed, 
it stands as an edict in destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience. 
Because it is a customary cross ; 
As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers. 

Lys. A good persuasion ; therefore, hear me, Heimia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child :. 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 
There, genUe Hermia, may I marry thee ; 
And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov'st me then,* 
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night ; 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where 1 did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a mom of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

Her. My good Lysander ! 
I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow ; 
By his best arrow with the golden head ; 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves ; 
By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves : 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke. 
In number more than ever women spoke ; — 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow, truly will I meet with thee. 

Lys. Keep promise, love : Look, here comes Helena. 

■ [6] Though the word tpleen be here employed oddly enough, yet I believe jt 
right. Bbakespeare, always hurried on by the grandeur and multitude of his ideas, 
a"«umes every now and then an uncommon license in the use of his words. Par- 
ticularly in complex moral modes it is usual with him to cm])loy one, onl^- to ex 
press a very few ideas of that number of which it is composed. Tlius, wanting here 
to express the ideas — of a sudden, or — in a trice^ he uses the word spleen; which, 
partially considered, signifying a hasty sudden fit, is enough for him, and be never 
troubles himself about the further or fuller .<iigniflcation of the word. Here, be 
Uses the word spleen for a sudden hnstyjit ; so just the contrary, in The Tno Gen' 
tlemen ^f Verona^ he uses sudden for spleiutic : " sudden quips.^* And it must be 
owned this sort of conversation adds a force to the diction. WARBUKTON. . 



14 MIDStJMIfER-NIOHT's DREAM. ACT /. 

Enter Helena. 

Her. God speed fair Helena ! Whither away ? 

Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair : O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are load -stars f and your tongue's sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 
When wh6at is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favour so !* 
Vours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere 1 go ; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest I'll give to be to you translated.^ 
O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

Her. 1 frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

Hel. O, that 'your frowns would teach my smiles such 
skill !• 

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 

Helk. O, that my prayers could such afifection move I 

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel. None, but your beauty ; 'Would that fault were 
mine ! 

Her. Take comfort ; lie no more shall see my face ; 
Ly Sander and myself will fly this place. — 
Before the time I did Lysander see,* 
Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me : 
C) then, what graces in my lov-e do dwell. 
That he hath tum'd a heaven unto hell ! 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
To-morrow-night, when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watry glass, • 

[7] This was a compliment oot uofrequent amoog the old .poets. The lode-sCir 
i» the leading or guiding star, that is, the pole-star. The magnet is, for the samr 
roasou, called the lode-stoue, either because it leads iron, or because it leads tt* 
Railor. Davjea calls Queen Etizabeth : 

♦* Lode-stone to hearts, and lode-stone to all eyes." JOHNSON. 

m Favour is feature, covntenance. STEEVENS. 

[9]" To translate, here signifies to change, to transform. STEEVENS. 

[U Perhaps every reader may not discover the propriety of these lines. Her 
is wilirng to comfort Helena, and to avoid all appearance of triumph over I 
She therefore bids her not to consider the power of pleasing, as an advantage to 
much envied or much desired, since Hermia, whom she considers as possessing 1 
fht «uf reme degree, has found oo other effect of it than the losaof happiness. 

JOHNSOr 



ACT Z. MIDSUBIMEB-NIOHt's DREAM. 15 

Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 
(A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal. 

Her, And in the wood, where oflen you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to he, 
Enaptjing our bosoms of their counsel sweet :* 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 
And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Pemetrius ! 
— ^Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. [£a»V. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — Helena, adieu : 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! \ExiU 

HeL How happy some, o'er other some can be ! 
Through Athens 1 am thought as fair as she. 
But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 
He will not know what all but he do know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes. 
So I, admiring of his qualities. 
Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 
And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind : 
Nor hath love's mind of any judgment taste ; 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 
And therefore is love said to be a child. 
Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd. 
As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 
So the boy love is peijur'd every where : 
For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,' 
He hail'd down oaths, that he was only mine ; 
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 
So he dissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt. 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight: 
Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 
Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

[2] Mr. Heath observes, that our author seems to have bad the followiog pasMge 
in the 55th F«alzn, (v. 14, 15,) in his thoughts : ** But it was even tbou,, my com- 
panion, my guide, and mino otth familiar friend. We toolc tnttt counsel togetbett 
and walked in the bouse of God as friends.** M ALONE. 

(3j ji:pe-.This plural is common both in Chaucer and Spemer. STCIltfiKlk ' 
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1$ midsuhmer-night's DRBAM. A( 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither, and back again. [J 

SCENE II. 

Vie same. A Room in a Cottage. Enter Snug, Bot' 
Flute, Snout, Quince, and Starveling.'* 

Quin. Is all your company here ? 
Bot. You were best to call them generaUy, ma 
man, according to the scrip.^ 

QixtTi. Here is the scroll of every man's name, w 
is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our inter 
before the duke and duchess, on his wedding-day at ni 
Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play ti 
on ; then read the names of the actors ; and so grow 
point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is — The most lamentable c 
edy, and most cruel death of Fy ramus and Thisby.^ 

Bot. A very good piece of work, 1 assure you, a 
merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your ac 
by the scroll r-^-Masters, spread yourselves. 

Qum. Answer, as I call ytuj. -Nick Bottom, the wea 
Bot. Ready : Name what p:>rt i am for, and proce 
Qutn. You, Nick Bottom, nre set down for Pyrami 
Bot. What is Py ramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ? 
Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly for 1 
Bot. That will ask some tears in the true performii 
it : If I do it, let the audience look to their eyes ; I 
move storms, I will condole in some measure.' Tc 
rest : — Yet my chief humour is for a tyrant : I could 
Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in, to make 
split. 



[4] In this scene Shakespeare takes advantage of hb knowledge of the theal 
ridicule tiie prejudices and competitions of 'the players. Bottom, who is gen 
acknowledged the principal actor^ declares his inclination to be for a tyrant 
part of fury,, tumult, and noise, such as every young man pants to perform 
he first steps upon the stage. The same Bottom, who seems bred in the i 
room, has another histrionical passion. He is for engrossing every part, and 
exclude his iqferiors from all possibility of distinction. He is therefore desir 
l>lay Pyramus, Thisby, and the Lion, at thi; same time. JOHNSON. 

[5] A script Fr. tscripU now written eerU. STEEVENS. 

[6] This is very probably a buriesq^ue on the tUlt-pagt oi Cambyses : ** 
TOcnUble Tragedie, mixed full of pleasant Mirth," &c. STEEVENS. 

/ 7] When we use this verb at present, we put nith before the person for 
misfortune we profess coneem. Aocieotly it seems to have been employed 
«ut it. STEEVENS. 



ACT I. lfID8VllMEll-NIOHT*8 BRIAIff. 17 

" The raging rocks, 

*' With shiTeriiig shocks, ■ 

<< Shall break the locks 

" Of prison-gates : 
" And Phibbus' car 
" Shall shine from &r, 
*' And make and mar 

« The fooHsh fetes." 

This was lofty ! — Now n^une the rest of the players*—- 
This is Ercfes' vein, a tyrant's vein ; a loyer is more 
condoling. 

Qjuin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

■.Flu, Here, Peter Qjiiince. 

Quin, You must take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ? 

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu, Nay, feith, let me not play a woman ; I have a 
beard a coming. 

QtnW. That's'all one ; you shall play it in a mask, and 
you may speak as small as you will." 

BoU An I may hide my race, let me play Thisby too : 
rU speak in a monstrous little voice ; — Thisncy Thisne^ — 
Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear ; thy Thisby dear I and lady 
dear! 

Quin. No, no ; you must play Pyramus ; — and, Flute^ 
you Thisby. 
'.Bat. Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 
- Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby'a mo- 
ther. — Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Shiaut. Here, Peter Quince. 

[8} This passage shows bow the want of womeo on the Did stage was supplied. If 
they bad not a young man who could perform the part with a face that might pasa 
tot fsmiiiiDe, (be character was acted in a mask, which was at that time a part of a 
lady^a dress so much in uise, that it did not give any unusual appearance to the 
scene : and be that could modulate his voice in a female tone, migot play the wo- 
num very successfully. It is observed in Downes's Roscius Jnglieamui that Ky- 
meton, one of tnesc counterfeit heroines, moved the passions more strongly thin 
the women that nave since been brought upon the stage. Some of the catastrophes 
at the old comedies, which make lovers marry the wrong women, are, by recol- 
lection of the common use of masks, brought nearer to probability. JOHNSON. 

Dr. Johnson here seems to have quoted from memory. Downes does net spetkk 
of Kynaston*s performance in such unqualified terms. His words are : ** It baa 
since been disputable, whether any women that succeeded him, (Kyoastoo,) so leoit- 
Uy touched the audience as he." REED. 

2 Vol. III. 
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Qttti». Yau, Pyramus'a father ; myself, Thisby'a fa- 
ther ; — Snug, the joiner, you^ the lion's part : — and, I 
.hope, here is a play fitted. 

Snug, Have you the lion's part written ? pray you, if 
it he, give it me, for L am slow of study .^ 

Qtitn. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that I will 
do any man's heart good to hear me ; 1 will roar, that I 
will make the duke say, Let him roar agatriy Let him roar 
again. 

Qutn. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek ; 
and that were enough to hang us all. 

AIL That would hang us every mother's .son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright the 
ladies out of their wits, they would have no more discre- 
tion but to hang us : but I will aggravate my voice so, 
that I will roar you as gently as any sucking dove ; I will 
roar you an 'twere any nightingale.^ 

Quin, You can play no part but Pyramus : for Pyra- 
mus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man, as one shall see 
in a summer's day ; a most lovely, gentleman-Uke man ; 
therefore you must needs play Pyramus. 

Bot, Well, 1 will undertake it. What beard were 1 
best to play it in ? 

Qu/n. Why, what you will. 

Bot, I will discharge it in either your straw-coloured 
beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple -in -grain 
beard, or your French-crown-colour beard, your perfisct 
yellow.' 

Quin, Some of your French crowns have no hair at 
all, and then you will play bare-faced. — But, masters, 
here are your parts : and 1 am to entreat you, request 
you, and desire you, to con them by to-morrow night : 
and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the 
town, by moon-light ; there will we rehearse : for if wf 
meet in the city, we shall be dogg'd with company, ar 

[9] Study is still tbe cant tetm used Id a theatre for getting any nonsense by : 
Hamlet asks tbe plaver if he can '* sttids a speech." STEEVENS. 

[1] An means at ff. So, in TroUut and Crtssida .*— " He will weep 701 
»lwere a man born'in April." STEEVENS. 

[2] Here Bottom agam discovers a true genius for the stage by hia solicitud 
propriety of dress, and his deliberation which beard to choose among many bei 
aU unnatural. JOHNSON. 
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our dences known. In the mean time I will draw a InH 
of properties, such as our play wants. I pray you, fail 
me not. 

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may rehearse more 
obscenely, and courageously. Takepams; be perfect: 
adieu. 

Q;uin. At the duke's oak we meet 

Bat, Enough ; Hold, or cut bow-strings.' [JExeunt* 



ACT II. 

SCENE I — A Wood near Athens. Enter a Fairy at <mB 

door, and Puck at another. 

Puck, 
HOW now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fai. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough briar, 
Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where. 
Swifter than the moone's sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green :* 
The cowslips tall her pensioners- be ;• 



[3] This proTerbi&l phrase came originally frooo the camp. When a rendesToua 
wv appointed, the militia aoldiers would frequently make excuse for not keeping 
word, that their hqm-ttringt were brokt, 1. e. their arms unserviceable. Hence 
■ when one .would give another absolute assurance of meeting him* be would say 
proverbJally-^oMf or cvi bom-Hrings — L e. whether the bow-string held or l»oke. 
Foreirfis used as a neuter, like the verb fret. As when we say, the string/ittti 
the tUk/>reU, for the passive, UU cvi, or frttted. WARBURTON. 

Thb interpretation is very ingenious, but somewhat disputable. The excuse 
made by the militia soldiers is a mere supposition, without proof; anditis well 
kBOVD that while bowt were in use, no archer ever entered the field without a 
supply of ttringt in bis pocket ; whence originated the proverb, to have tno strings 
U oa^s bow. 8TEEVENS. 

To meet, whether bow-strings hold or are cvl, is to meet in all events. To cut 

the bowstring, when bows were in use, was probably a common practice of those 

' who bore enmity to the archer. ** He hath twice or thrice cui Cupid's bonstHng, 

(says Don Pedro in Much Ado aboui Nothing,) and the little hangman dare not 

shoot at him." M ALONE. ^ v * ._. 

[4] The orbs here mentioned are circles supposed to be made by the fairies on the 

f round, whose verdure proceeds from the fairies' care to water them. Thus, 
tnyXoa: 

** They in their courses make that rotrntf, 
" In meadows and in marshes found, ^,--«cs/x«r 

" Of them so called the fairy ground." ■'0?.^?"Jr_ . , ' . . 
[51 This was said in consequence of Queen Eliaabetb's fashionable estaUiifaaMBt i 
of a band of military courUers, by the name of pensioners. They were soma of J 
tte baiMbomest and tallest young men, of the best families aDd fortune, tket eadfb| 
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In their gold coats spots you see ;' 
Those be rubies, fairy &voiirs, 
In those freckles live their savours : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a peart in every cowsUp's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits, I'll be gone ;^ 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Pitch. The king doth keep his revels here to-night ; 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight. 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stoPn from an Indian king ; 
She never had so sweet a changeling :* 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy. 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy : 
And now they never meet in grove, or g^en. 
By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen, 
But they do square ;^ that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn-cups, and hide them there. 

Fau Either 1 mistake your shape and making quite, 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
Call'd Robin Good-fellow ;* are you not he. 



be found. Hence, says Mrs Quickly, in The Merry IViveSt "— «nd yet there hai 
been earls, nay, wbicn is more, pensionert.** They gave the modes of dress anc 
diversions.— They accompanied the Queen in her prMress to Cambridge, wherf 
ttey held staff-torches at a play on Sunday evening, in Xing*8 College Chapel. 
' F J 7 • ^ WARTON. 

[6] Sbalcspeare, in Cjimbeline, refers to the same red spots : 
** Amott dntfue-tpotttd like the crimson drops 
" P the bottom tf a contlip.** PERCY. 

[71 Lob, lubber, looby, lobcoek, all denote both inactivity of body and dulnes of 
mmd. JOHNSON. 

[81 CkongeliMg is commonly used for the child tupposed to be left by the fairies, 
1)Ut bere for a child taken away. JOHN SON. 

It is here properly used, and in its common aeeeptaUni i. e. for acfttftf gat In 
exchange. A fkiry la now speaking. RITSON. 

[91 Sheen, shining, bright, gay. To iqvare here ia to quarrel. The French 
word contreearrer has the same meaning. JOHNSON. 

It is somewhat whimsical, that the glasiers use the words tqmare and quarrU u 
synonymous terms for a pane of glass. BLACKSTONE. 

[1] This account oi Robin Good-fellow correq;>Gnd9, in every article, with that 
given ci him in Harsenet*s Declaration, ch. xx. p. 143. ** And if that the bowle of 
curds and creame were not duly set out for Robin Good-fellow, the frier, and Sisse, 
the dairy-maid, why then either the pottiige was bunt to next day in the pot, or fhe 
cheeses would not curdle, or the butter would not come, or the ale in the fat never 
would have good head. But if a Peeter-penny, or an housle-egge were behind, or 



ACT II. MIDSUMiaR-nOHT'S 9HBAV. SI 

That fright the maidens of the villagery ; 
Skim milk ; and sometimes laboor in the qaem,' 
And bootless make the breathless housewife dmni ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm f 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their hann ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Pack/ 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are not you he ? 

Puck, Thou speak'st aright ;' 
I am that merry wanderer of the night* 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beg^le, 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 
And sometime hirk I in a g^ossip's bowl, 
In yery likeness of a roasted dfab ;* 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 
And on her witherM dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, teUing the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 
Then shp I from her bum, down topples she, 
And tailor cries, and &ll8 into a cough ;^ 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, andloffe ; 



a pateb of tythe uopaid,— then *ware of ball-boftgvs, spiritSt** See. He Is mentioned 
by Cartwright as a spirit partieularly food of dSsoncertiog and diiturblas domestic 
peace and economy. T WARTON. 

rsj A Quem is a hand-mill, kuena, moto, Islandic. STEEVENS. 

m Aornu is a nttne torgeast, yet used in our midland counties, and univenally 
in Prelaw!, 8TEEVEN8. . / 

[4] Totboae traditionary opinions Milton has TttBnncmSm^JltfMgTo : and a like 
account of Pack is given by Drayton, in his NsmpkidkL^-^t ivll be apparent to him 
tliat shall compare Drayton^s poem with this play, tift Either one of the poets co* 
pied the other, or, as I rather believe, that there wn then some system of the 
fairv eonlre cenerally received, which they both represented as accurately as they 
coald. Wiiether Draytoo or Shakespeare wrote first, I cannot discover. 

JOHNSON. 

— — fiveet Puek]— The epithet is by no means superfluous ; as Pnek alone waft 
farHrom being an. endearing appellation. It signified nothing better than^oul or 
4*9iL It seems to have bee n an o ld Gothic word. Fvlre, pAen ; Sathanas, 6wim. 
And. Ltxicon Itland, TYRWHITT. 

£51 It seems that in the fairy mythologv. Puck, or Hobgoblin, was the servant 
of Oberon, and always employed to watcn or detect the intrigues of Queen Mab. 
called by Shakespeare, Titania. For in Drayton*s IfgrnphidUt the same fkiries 
are engaged in the same business. Mab ta^s an amour with Pigwiggin ; Oberon be- 
ing jesHous, sends Hobgoblin to catch them, and one of Mab^s nymphs opposes him 
bjaspea JOHNSON. 



[61 L e. a wild apple of that name. STEEVENS. 



. . Tbe earton or>eryinc taUor at a sudden fail backwards, I think I remember 
to have observed. He Unt slips beside his chair falls as a tailor squats on his 
koard. JOHNSON. 
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And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. • 

— ^Bot room, Faery,* here comes Oberon. 
Fat. And here mj mistress : — 'Would that he were 
gone ! 

SCENE II. 

Enter Oberon, at one door^ with his train, and Titania, 

at another^ with her*s. 

Ob. ni met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

Tito. What, jealous Oberon ? — ^Fairy, skip hence ; 
I have forsworn his bed and company. 

Ob. Tarry, rash wanton • Am not I thy lord ? 

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
When thou hast stol'n away from fairy land, 
And in the shape of Corin sat all day. 
Playing on pipes of com,' and versing love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here, 
Come from the farthest steep of India ? ' 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin'd mistress, and your warrior love. 
To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To gfive their bed joy and prosperity. 

06. How canst thou thus, for «hame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta^ 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus T 
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night* 



[8] The word Fairf, or Faery, was aometimes of three syllables, as often !o 
Spenser. JOHNSON. 

As to the Fairy Q»eent (says Mr. Wartoo, in his ObstrvaHont an Spetuirt) 
considered apart from the race of fairies, Chaucer, in his Rimt of Sir TAopaSf 
mentions her, together with a Faii^ land. Again, in the Tlu trif f^ Bathes 
Takt ▼. 6439 : 

** In old days of the king Artour, 
** Of which that Bretons spolcen gret honour ; 
** All was this lond fulfilled Qf faerie \ 
•« The E^-queiUt with hire joly compagnie 
** Danced ful oft in' many a grene mede : 
** This was the old opinion as I rede.** 6TEEVENS. 
ri] Richard Brathwaite, (Strappado Jttr the jDeiril, 1615,) has a poem tddftsaed 
'* To the queen of harvest, 6c. much honoured by the reed, cern-ptjM, and whistle :** 
and it must be remembered, that the shepherd boys of Chaucer's ume, had^ 

** many a floite and litling borne, 

** And pipfs madt qf greene eomg." RITSON. 
[21 The glimmering nigU ia the night/aMIy iUwainated with start. 

STEBTENf 
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From Perignia, whom he ravished?'* 

And make him with fair MgU break his faith^ 

With Ariadne, and Antiopa? 

Tita, These are the forgeries of jealousy : 
And never, since the middle smnmer's spring/ 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 
By paved fountain/ or by rashy brook, 
Or on the beached margentof the sea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain. 
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land, 
Have every pelting rivei^ made so proud. 
That they have over-borne their continents 'J 
The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain. 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green com 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attained a beard : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ;' 



[3] ThuBallthe editors; but our author who diligently perused Plutarcht and 
gleaned from him* where bis subject would admit, knew, from the life of Theseutt 
that lier name was Ferygine, (or Perigune,) by whom Theseus had his son Mena* 
lippu8> She was the daughter of Sinnis, a cruel robber, and tormanter of passen- 
gers in the Tstlhnus. Plutarch and Atheoeus are both express in the circumstance 
of Theseus* ravishing her. THEOBALD. 

iBgle, Ariadne, and Antiopa, were all at different times mistresses to Tbestus. 
See Plutarch. 

Theobald cannot be bfauned for his emendation ; and yet it is well known that 
our ancient authors, as well as the French and the Italians, were not scrupulously 
■ice about premier names, but almost always corrupted them. 

STE£ vEIVff* 

[4] By the middXt nanmer^t spring our author seems to mean the btginmUig of 
middle- or mid summer. Springt for hegiming^ he uses again in King Henry JV. 
Part II. 

*• As flaws congealed in the tpring of day :" 
which expression has authority from the scripture, St. I<uke, i. 78 ; " whereby the 
day^fprlfif from on high hath visited us." STEEVENS. 

m A fountain laid round the edge with stone. JOHNSON. 

The epithet seems here intended to mean no more than that the beds of these 
fountains were covered with pebbleSf in opposition to those of the rushy brooks 
which are oozy. HENLEY. 

[6] Thus the quartos :' the folio reads, petty. Shakespeare has in Ltar the same 
word, Itm ptllingfarms. The meaning is plainly, detpicabUy mean^ 'orfy* 
wretched ; but as it is a word without any reasonable etymology, I should be glad 
to dismiss it for petty: yet it is undoubtedly right We have *' petty pelting 
offtur" in Measure for Measure. WHNSON. 

[7] Borne down the banks that contained them. So, in l4cr : 
•• close pent up guilts, 

** Rhre your concealing continents." „ JOHNSON. 

[8] The murrain is the plague cattle. STEEYENS. 
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The nine-men's morris is fill'd up with mud f 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green,^ 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishable : 
The human mortals want their winter here ;* 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest :— 
Therefore the moon, the goTemess of floods, 
Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 
That rheumatic diseases do abound :' 
And thorough this distemperature,^ we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 
And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set :* The spring, the summer, 
The childing autumn,^ angpry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries ; and the 'mazed world, 



(91 In that part of Warwickshire where Sbakeipeare was educated, aod the 
nei|bbouriog parts of 'Northamptonsliire, the Bhepberdi tod other hors dig up the 
tuif with their IcoiTesto represent a tort of imperfect chess-board. It consists of 
a square, sometimes only a foot diameter, sometimee 3 or 4 yards. Within this is 
another, every side of which is a parallel to the external square ; and these squares 
are joined by lines drawn from each corner of both squares, and the middle of 
each line. One party, or plaver, has wooden pegs, the other stones, which they 
move in such a manner m to take up each other*s neo as they are called, and toe 
area of the inner square is called the pousd, io which the men taken up are im^ 
pounded. Theae figures are by the country pestle called Xfine Menu MorrUt or 
Merrili ; aod are so called, because each party has nine men. These figures are 
always cut upon the green turf or leys, as they are called, or upon the grass at the 
end of ploughed lands, and io rainy teasoos never fail to be thwiktd up wUk mud. 

JAMES. 

[1] This alludes to a itHrtt still followed by boys ; L e. whrtis oow called running 



confusion of seasons here described, is oo more than a poetical account 



thejigun ^ eight. STEEVElfS. 

[31 The confusion of seasons here d 

of the weather, which happened in England about the time when this play was first 
published. Por this information I am indebted to chance, which furnished me 
with a few leaves of an old meteorological history. 6TEEVENS. 

[a] RMeumatie diteaset signified in Shakespewe^s time, not what we now call 
TheutnaHsm, but distillations from the head, catarrhs, fee. MALONE. 

r4j i. e. this perturbation of the elements. STEEV ENS. 

By dittemperature, I imagine is meant, in this place, the perturbed stale io 
which the king and queen had lived for some time past. MALONE. 

[6] This singular image was, I believe, suggiested to our poet by Golding's 
translation of Ovid, Book II : 

*< And lastly, quaking for the colde, stood Winter all <orIome, 

** With rugged bead as white as dove, and garments all to tome, 

** Forladen with isycles, that dangled up and downe 

«• Upon his gray and koarie beard^ and snowie frozen cromi." MAL. 

[6] The cAiZdinfai(<t(»« is the pr«;iiafU autumn, Atw^ermlMmiiff. STE. 

ChViding is an old term of botany, when a small flower grows out of a lioge 
one ; *' the ekiXding autumn," therefore means the autumn which uueasmiabTy 
produces flowers on those of summer. Floriiti have also a thViding daisy, and' a 
tKMUig scabious. HOLT WHITE. 



ACT II. , midsummer-night's drcam. 25 

By their increase/ now knows not which is which : 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissention ; 
We are the parents and original. 

06. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you : 
Why should Titania cross hev^ Oberon ? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my henchman." 

Tita. Set your heart at rest, 
The fairy land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a vot'ress of my order : 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ; 
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 
Marking the embarked traders on the &ood ; 
When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive, 
.\nd grow big-bellied with the wanton wind ; 
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait, 
(Following her womb, then rich with my young 'squire,) 
Would imitate ; and sail upon the land 
To fetch me trifles, and return again, 
.Sa from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 
And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
And, for her sake, 1 will not part with him. 

Ob. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 

Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round, 
And see our moon-light revels, go with us ; 
If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Ob. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

Tita, Not for thy kingdom. — Fairies, away : 
We shall chide down-right, if I longer stay. 

[Exe, Tita. and her Train. 

Ob, Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this grove, 
Till I torment thee for this injury. 

[71 i. e. By their produce. JOHNS. The exprepsion is scriptiinil : " Then 

ibuf the earth bring forth her incrrdf^, aud Goii, even our God« shall give us bis 
UeiibiK." i»#o/wlxvi]. MALOKK. 

[8] Page of honour. This office iras abolished by qtierri Eli/.sjbclh. GREY. 

Upon the efstablisbment of tbe household of KdivHnl IV. vcre *' kenrmen six 
ti^}uiis, or more, as U pUyteth the king, tatin^t in the halh, \ic. There t\a3 aisn a 
9uUiUr ^ the kenxmen^ to thene thtm the schooUof nurture, and learnt Ihtm tu 
rMe* to wear their kamette ; to have all ctirtesie--to' teach them all lait^uagn, and 
other vMuetf at harping, pipynge, singingy davticing. 7rith. huiuU bthaviftnre 0/ 
tempftmeg mtd patience." MS. Harl. 293. TV liW H ITT. 

Vol. IH. B 
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— ^My gentle Pack, come hither : Thoa remember'st 

Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song ; 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid's music* 



[»J tkou nmtwiker'tt 

SUtee OM I foi wp9» a frmnonterg. 
And heard a mtnuUL on a doi^hWt hack. 
Uttering sneh dulcet emd karwundout hre^t 
Tkattke ntde sea grem civilatker song ; 
And eerteAa start shat wuuUgfrom their spheres. 
To hear the tea-iamtd*s wtusie.} 

The first thiof obaerrable on these words is, that this action of the wurmaid Is laid 
in the same time and place with Cupid*s attacic upon the vestal. By the vestal 
every one Icoows is meant Queen Elliabeth. It is very natural and reasonable 
then te thinic, that the wurmaid stands for some eminent personage of her time. 
And If eo, the allegorical covering, in which there is a mixture of satire and 
penecjrrie, will lead us to conclude, that this person wu one of whom it had been 
iMoovenient for the author to speali openlv, either in praise or dispraise. All this 
agraii with Mary queen of Scots, and wiQi no other. Queen Elizabeth could not 
bear to bear her commended ; and her successor would not forgive her satyrist 
But the poet has so well marlced out every distinguishing circumstance of her life 
and character In this beautiful allegory, as will leave no room to doubt about his 
secret meaning. She is called, mermaid, 1. to denote her reign over a kingdom 
situate in the sea, and 2. her beauty, and intemperate lust : 

" Ut turpiter atrum 

** Desinat in piscem mulier formosa supeme.'* 

Vor at Elisabeth for her chastity is called a vestal, this unfortunate lady on a con- 
trary account Is calle<ra mermaid. 3. An ancient story may be supposed to be here 
alluded to. The emperor Julian tells us, Epis. 41, that the Syrens f which, with all 
the modem poets, are mermaitte) contended for precedency with tne Muse<i, who, 
overeoming. them, took away their wings. The quarrels between Mary and 
Elisabeth bad the same cause, and the same issue. 

cm a dotpkin''s back,] This evidently marks out that dhtinguishing cir- 

cumstanee of Maiy*s fortune, her marriage with the dauphin of Frajice, son of 
Henry II. 

Vtteritig such dulcet and harmonious breath,] This alludes to her ereat abilities or 
genius and learning, which rendered her the most accompllsheiT princess of her 
age. The French writers tell us, that, while she was in that court, she pronounced 
aLatin oration in the great ball of the Louvre, with so much grace and eloquence, 
as filled the whole court with admiration. 

T^f the rude sea grem civil at her song ;] By the rude sea is meant Scotland 
Ancirclod wtth the ocean : which rose up in arms against the regent, while she was 
in France. But her return home presently quieted those disorders ; and had not 
ber strange ill conduct aften^-ards more violently inflamed them, she might have 
passed her whole life in peace. There is the greater beauty in this image, as the 
vulgar opinion is, that the mermaid alwajrs sings In storms. 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres 

To hear the sea-maid^s musUJ] This concludes the description, with that re- 
markabte circumstance of this unhappy lady''s fate, the destruction she brought 
upon several of the English nobility, whom she drew In to support her cause. 
This, in the boldest expression of the sublime, the poet images by csrfcin start 
shootiag madly from their spheres : By which he meant the earls of Northumber- 
land and Westmoreland, who fell in her quarrel; and principally the great duke of 
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Puck. I rcraembcr. 

06. That very time I saw, (but thou couldst not) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all armM : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shafl smartly from his bow, 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Qjuench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'ry moon ; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free.^ 
Tet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 

I 

Korfolkt whose projected marriage with her was attended with such fatal cooae- 
queaces. Here again the reader may observe a peculiar justness in the imagery. 
The Tolgar opinion being that the mermaid allured men to destruction by her 
Mmgi. To which opinion Shakespeare alludes in his Comtdjf ^ Errors : 

*' O train me nq(, sweet mermaid^ mrfth thy note, 
To dronn me in thy siater^s flood of tears." 

Od the whole, it b the noblest and justest allegory that was ever written. The lay- 
iag it in fairs tondt and out of uature, is in the character of the speaker. And on 
these occasions Shakespeare always exceN himself. He is borne away by the ma- 
gic of his enthusiasm, and hurries his r'i*<!er along with him into these ancient re- 
gioiis of poetry, by that power of ven' . v hich wc may well fancy to be like what, 
*' Glim fauoi vatesquc «. :t. ebant." W ARBURTON. 

Every reaner may he induced to y^r.'i that the foregoin; allusion, pointed out by 
so acute a critic as Dr. Warburton, siiould remain uncontrox-erted ; and yet I cannot 
dissemble my doubts conreming it. — Why is the thrice-married Queen of Scotland 
styled a SesMuaid ? and is it probable that Sbal^espeare (who understood his own 
politiral as well as poetical interest) siiould liave ventured such a panegyric on this 
ilt-fated Princess, during the reign of her rival Elizabeth 1 If it was unintelligible 
to his audience, it was thrown away; if obvious, there was danger of ofTence to 
her Majesty. 

** A star di8-<Mit*d,** however, (See TroUui and Crettida,) is one of oar author*s 
favourite images : and he has no where else so happily expressed it as in Aid9ny 
and Cleopatra : 

" the good stars that were my former guide?, 

** Have empty left their orbs, and shot their iires 
•• Into th' abysm of hell." 

To these remarks may be added others of a like tendency, which I met with in 
The Edinburgh Magazine, Nov, 1786.— «' That a compliment to Queen Elizabeth 
w«8 intended in the expressirm of they*air F'estal tiroiud in the ft'cst, seems to Le 
generally allowed; but how far Shakespeare designed, under the image of the Mer- 
Boaid, to figure Sdary Queen of Scots, is more doubtful. If by the rude sea grtw 
eivU at her songf is meant, as Dr. Warburton supposes, that the tumults of Scot- 
land were appeased by her address, the observation is not true ; for that sea was in a 
storm during the wtole of Mary's reign. Neither is the figure just, if by the stars 
shoottitg madly from their spheres to hear the sea-maid's mvsic^ the poet alluded to 
the fiateoftbe Earls of Northumberland and Westmoreland, and particularly of the 
JDuke of Norfolk, whose projected marriage with Mary was the occasion of his 
ruin. It would have been absurd and irreconcileable to the good sense of the poet, 
to have represented a nobleman aspiring to marry a Queen, by the image of a star 
»h—ting or descending from its sphere.** STEEVENS. 

[1] k e. exempt from theater of love. STEE VEN S. 
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It fell upon a little western flower, — 

Before, milk-white ; now purple with lore^s wound 

And maidens call it, love-in-idleness.' 

Fetch me that flower ; the herh I show'd thee once 

The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 

Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herh ; and he thou here again, 

Kre the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. Pll put a girdle round ahout the earth 
In forty minutes. { 

Ob. Having once this juice. 
r\\ watch Titania when she is asleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
(Be it on lion, hear, or wolf, or hull. 
On meddling monkey, or on husy ape,) 
She shall pursue it with the soul of loVc. 
And ere I take this charm ofi'from her sight, 
(As I can take it, with another herh) 
Fll make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here ? I am invisible ;' 
And I will over-hear their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, Helena following him, 

Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander and fair Hermia ? 
The one I'll slay, the other sl^yeth me. 
Thou told'st me, they were stol'n into this wood, 
And here am 1, and wood^ within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel, You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 

[2] The flower or violet, commonly called pansies* or heart's ease, is 
Jove-in-UUencsi in Warwickshire, and in Lyte's Herba!. Thepe is a reas 
Shakespeare says it is *' now purple with love's wound," because one or tw 
petals are of a puri>le colour. TOLLET. ^ 

[3] I thought proper here to ob!<erve, that, as Oberon and Puck his at 
may be frequently observed to speak, when there is no mention of their ec 
they are designed by the poet to be supposed on the stage during the great 
of the remainder of the play ; and to mix, as they please, as spirits, with tl 
actors ; and embroil the plot, by their interposition, Fithout being seen, oi 
but when to their own purpose. THEOBALD. * 

[4] Wood, or mad, wild, raving. POPK. * m 
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Is tme as steel : Leave jou your power to draw, 
And I shall have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you ? Do I speak you h\T ? 
Or, rather, do I not in- plainest truth 
Tell you — I do not, nor I cannot love you ? 

Hel. And even for that do I love you the more. 
I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you : 
Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me. 
Neglect me, lose me ; only g^ve me leave, 
Unworthy as 1 am, to follow you.- 
What worser place can I beg in your love, 
(And yet a place of high respect with me) 
Than to be used as you use your dog ? 

Dem, Tempt not so much the hatred of my spirit ; 
Por I am sick, when I do look on thee. 

Hel, And I am sick, when I look not on you. 

Dem. You do impeach your modesty too much, 
To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 
To trust the opportunity of night, 
And the ill counsel of a desert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity. 

HeL Your virtue is my privilege for that. 
It is not night, when I do see your face. 
Therefore 1 think I am not in the night :* 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ; 
For you, in my respect, are all the world : 
Then how can it be said, I am alone. 
When all the world is here to look on me ? 
^Dem, ril run from thee, and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

HeL The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 
Ran when you will, the story shall be chang'd ; 
ApoUo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 
Tlie dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Ifakes speed to catch £e tiger : Bootless speed ! 
Wlien cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

.ga Tbit passac^e is paraphrased from two lines of an aocient poet (Tibullus) 

" Tu nocte vel atra 

*« Lumen, et In rails tu mlhi turba loeis.** JOHNSON, 
i the works of King David might be more Itoitiar to Shakespeare than Roam» 

lie law* r 



perhaps, on the present occasion, the >lth verse of the i39th PsaUn wm iat 

jQMtbts : ** Yea, the darkness is no darkaea with thee, but the night is at ciMr 
KttlSr.*' STEEVEKS. 
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Detn. I will not stay thy questions '; let me go : 
Or, if thoa follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the .town, the field. 
You do me mischief. Fye, Demetrius ! 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 
We cannot fight for love, as many men do ; 
We should be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
ru follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 
To die upon the hand I love so well. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Hel. 

Ob. Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this 
grove. 
Thou shalt fiy him, and he shall seek thy love. — 

Re'Cnter Puck. 
Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 

Puck, Ay, there it is. 

Ob. I pray thee, give it me. 
1 know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox-lips^ and the nodding violet grows ; 
Qjaite over-canopied with lush woodbine. 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes, 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love • 

With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes. ; 
But do it, when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady : Thou shalt know Uie man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on.^ 
Efiiect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love : 
And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

[Exeunt. 

[5] The oxlip is the greater cowslip. STEEVENS. 

[6]—tke man— 4«d on.] I desire no surer erideoee to prove that Uie broM 
Scotch proDuuciation once preTailed in England^ thiB such a rbyne as Uie int of 

rbese words affords to the second. STEEVENS. 
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SCENE III. 

Another part of the wood. Enter Titania, with her Train. 

Tita. Come, now a roundel/ and a fairy song ; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ;* 
Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 
Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern wings,* 
To make my small elves coats ; and some, keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quaint spirits : Sing me now asleep ; 
Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

SONG. 
I. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakes, wiih double tongue^ 

Thorny hedge-hogs, he not seen ; 
KewtSy and hlind-worms, do no wrong ;• 
Come not near our fairy queen : 
Chorus. Philomel, with melody, 

Sing in our sweet lullahy ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, liilla, lullahy: 
Never harm, nor spell nor charm. 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So, good night, with lullaby. 

II. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence : 
Beetles Hack, approach not near ; 
Worm^ nor snail, do no offence. 
Chorus. Philomel, with m>elody, ifc. 

[71 A roundtl is a dance in a ring. GRAY. 

[81 Dr. Warburton reads -.-for the third part of the midni|ht.— But the personi 
enployed trejairittf to whom the third part of a minute might not be a very short 
time to do such work in. The critic mijght as well have objected to the epithet 
ttUt, which the fairy bestows on the eowstip. But Shalcespeare, through the play, 
kaa preserved the proportion of other things in respect at these tiny beings, com- 
pared with whose size, a cowslip might be tall, and to whose powers of execution, 
a minute might be equivalent to an age. STEEVENS. 

[91 Arare-mouee is a bat, amoMs that raises itself from the ground by the aid of 
wioi^ STEEVENS. 

fl] By both these terms, I suppose, our author means-r/brlr^if ; as the tooguea 
of snakes are sometimes represented in ancient tapestry and paintings, and, it may 
be added, are so in nature. STEEVENS. 

[SI TIm Mfvf is the «/t, the blind-worm is the CttdHa or tlon-narm. Thtj i 
botii imrefUentt in the eauldron of Mucbtth. See Macbeth Act IV. to. i. 

8TEBYJ 
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1 Fai, Hence, away ; now all is well : 
One, aloof, stand centinel. 

[Exeunt Fairies. Titama sleeps. 

Enter Oberon. 

Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost awake, 

[Squeezes thejloirer on Titania's eye-lids. 
Do it for thy true love take ; 
Love, and languish for his sake : 
Be it ounce,* or cat, or bear, 
Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 
In thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak'st, it is thy dear ; 
Wake, when some vile thing is near. [Exit, 

Enter Lysander and Hermia. 

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood ; 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 
We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander : find you out a bed. 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us both ; 
One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of mv innocence ; 
Love takes the meaning, in love's conierence.' 
' mean, that my heart unto yours is knit ; 
So that but one heart can we make of it : 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath ; 
So then, two bosoms, and a single troth. 
Then, by your side no bed-room me deny • 
For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : — 
Now much beshrew^ my manners, and my pride, 
Tf Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied. 

£2] The ounce ia a Bmall tiger, or tiger-cat JOHNSON. 

rsl The idea is exactly similar to that of St Paul : ** Love thinketh no erlL** 
*- ^ HENLfiV. 

[4] This word, of which the etvinology is not exactly knowo, implies a siniatei 
wish, and means the same as if she had said " now ill b^eJl my manoen,** fce. 

STEEVENS. 

SeeMiBsheu*8 etymology of it, which seems to be an impreeatioo or wish of 
rjch evil to one, as the veBomoin biting of the threK-mouu. TOLLET. 
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But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy, 
Lie further off; in human modesty 
Such separation, as, may well be said, 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor, and a maid : 
So ^ be distant ; and good night, sweet friend : 
Thy love ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

Ly«. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 
Her. With half that wish the wisher's eyes be press'd ! 

[They sleep 
Enter Puck. 
Puck. Through the forest have I gone. 
But Athenian found I none. 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower's force in stirring love.^ 
Night and silence ! who is here ? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear : 
This is he, my master said. 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe : 
When thou wak'st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye -lid. 
So wake, when I am gone ; 
For I must now to Oberon. [Exit. 

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running. 
Ilel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetriu.'?. 
Dein. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus- 
Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 
Uem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. [Exit, 

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chace ! 
Tho more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
SJappy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies ; 
J^or she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
*Jow came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 
b' so, my eyes are ofl'ner wash'd than hers. 
No, no,. 1 am as ugly as a bear ; j 

^w beasts, that meet me, run away for fear : *i 

54 Vol IT? IR ^ *^1 
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Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ? 
— But who is here ? — ^Lysander ! on the ground I 
I ead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound : — 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet sake. 

[Waking 
Transparent Helena I Nature here shows art. 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
AVhere is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ! 

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so : 
What though he love your Hermia ? Lord, what though ^ 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Ly^. Content with Hermia ? No ; I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena now I love : 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd ; 
And reason says, you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing arc not ripe until their season : 
So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point of human skill, 
Reason becomes the marshal to my will.^ 
And leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlook 
Love's stories, written in love's richest book. 

HeL Wherefore was I to this keen mockery bom ? > 
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn ? 1 

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, j 

That I did never, no, nor never can, ] 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 
But you must flout my iusufl&ciency ? 
Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 
In such disdainful manner me to woo. 
But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 
I thought you lord of more true gentleness.^ 
O, that a lady, of one man refus'd, 
Should, of another, therefore be abus'd ! [Exit- 

Lys, She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep thoa theif ; 

[5] Thalia, My wiU DOW follows reawn. JOHNSON. 
re] GuUUnttt is equivalfo* a what, in modern ianguace, we should cill the^lif*' 
of a genttman, PElir 
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And never may'st thou come Lysander near ; 
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 
Or, as the heresies, that men do leave, 
Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 
So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy. 
Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 
And all my powers, address your love and might. 
To honour Helen, and to be her knight ! [Exit, 

Her, [starting.] Help me, Lysander, help me ! do thy 
best. 
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 

Ah me, for pity ! what a dream was here ? 

Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear : 

Me thought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey : — 

Lysander ! what, remov'd ? Lysander ! lord ! 

W hat, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ? 

Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 

No ?— then I well perceive you are not nigh : 

Either death, or you, I'll find immediately. [Exit* 



ACT III. 

SCENE L — The same. The Queen of Fairies lying asleep. 

EfUer Q)uiNCE, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and 

Starveling.^ 

Bottom. 
' Are we all met ? 

Qi^in. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous convenient 
place for our rehearsal : This green plot shall be our 
stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring-house ; and we 
will do it in action, as we will do it before the duke. 

Bot. Peter Quince, — 

Quin. What say'st thou, bully Bottom ? 

[7] In the time of SJiakespeare there were many companies of players, some- 
tuMs five at the same time, eontending for the favour of the publie. Of tbes* 
•oae were undoubtedly very unskilful and very poor, and it is probable that the 
jjilftii OH this scene was to ridicule their ignorance, and the odd expedients t» 
wUeh they night be driven by the want of proper decorations. Bottom was per- 
iiM tiM teMl oC a rif al hotiK, and kthercfoKhooouitd with uiai*BhMd. 

J0HK8QIL 
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Bot, There arc thiogs in this comedy of Pyramus and 
TfUsby, that will never please. First, Pyramus must 
draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies cannot 
abide. How answer you that ? 

Snout. By'rlakin, a parlous fear.* 

Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, when 
all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit ; I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a prologue : and let the prologfue seem to say, 
we will do no harm with our swords ; and that Pyramus 
is not killed, indeed : and, for the more better assurance, 
tell them, that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom 
the weaver : This will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue ; and it 
shall be written in eight and six. 

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 

iSitor. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves : 
to bring in, God shield us ! a lion among ladies, is a most 
dreadful thing : for there is not a more fearful wild-fowl 
than your lion, living ; and we ought to look to it. 

Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell, he is 
not a lion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half his face 
must be seen through the lion's neck ; and he himself 
must speak through, saying thus, or to the same defect, — 
Ladies, or fitir ladies, I would wisb you, or, I would re- 
quest you, or, I would entreat you, not to fear, not to 
tremble : my life for yours. If you think I come hither 
as a lion, it were pity of my life : No, I am no such 
thing ; I am a man as otner men are : — and there, indeed, 
let him name his name ; and tell them plainly, he is 
Snug the joiner.® 

[81 By our lady-kin, or liitie lady ; as i^Mn is a corruptkm of fry iny /citt. 
ParUnu^ a word corrupted fVoin periloiu^ i. e. daogeroua. 8T££ VliNS. 

[9] There are probably many temporary ailusioin to particular iocidenti tad 
chBraetMs scattered through our author's plays, which gave a poiginncy toeeitaia 
p a as atos , white the events were recent, and the persons pointed at yet living.— In 
the speech now before us, I think it not improbable that he meant to aUrai to a 
flict which hAppened in his time, at an entertainment exhibited before QuetB 
Elisabeth. It is recorded in a manuscript collection of aoecdotee, Btoriea» fee. 
entitled, Mtrn Pastaget and Jemstt, MS. BarL 6305 : '* There wMt speetMto 
presented to Queen SUsabeth upon the water, and. amoaf others Hang ffoUiM- . 
MSI wu tocepresent ArUm upon the dolpliin's baeke ; but findlns Mi tiic« to M 
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QutVi. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things ; that is, to bring the moon-light into a chamber : 
for you know, Pjramus and Thisbj meet by mooo-light. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine, that night we play our {^y ? 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanac ; find 
out moon-shine, find out moon-shine. 

QmV<. Yes, it doth shine that night. 

Bot Why, then you may leave a casement of the great 
chamber window, where we play, open ; and the moon 
may shine in at the casement 

Qtitn. Ay ; or else one must come in with a bush of 
thorns and a Ian thorn, and say, he comes to disfigure, or 
to present, the person of moon-shine. Then, there is 
another thing : we must have a wall in the great cham- 
ber ; for Py ramus and Thisby, says the story, did talk 
through the chink of a wall. 

Sntig. You never can bring in a wall. — What say you, 
Bottom ♦ 

Bot, t^ome man or other must present wall : and let 
him have some plaster, or some lome, or some rough- 
cast, about him, to signify wall ; or let him hold his fin- 
gers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus and 
Thisby whisper. 

(iuitt If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit 
down, every . mother's son, and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your speech, 
enter into that brake ;* and so every one according to his 
cue. 

Enter Puck behind. 

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering 
here. 
So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? . 
What, a ^y toward ? I'll be an auditor ; 
An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Qutn.- Speak, Pyramus : — Thisby, stand forth. 

fiyr, Tlkisbyy the flowers of odious savours «»cc^,— 

Qutfi. Odours, odours. 

wtTfB hOBxse wBa unpleaaanti when he came to perform it, he tears off hfa dit- 
(uiM, and tntart ke not none of Ariont not Ae, bwt even honett ffarry Oddktgham , 
wMeh blunt dbeorerie pleased the queene better than if it had gone thfoogh in tha 



ri8fafcva|r,**flte. MALONE. 

. [1] i?ralre in '<Jie west of England ii used to express alargp extent of sroond 
ATergrown withfurae, and appean both h«re and in the next aeene to eoBTaj th« 
same Idea. HENLET. 
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Pyr. odours savours sweet : 

So doth thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear. — 
Butj hark, a voice ! stay thou but here a while, 

Jind by and by I will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr. 

Puck. A straoger Pyramus than e'er play'd here ! 

[Aside, Exit* 

This. Must I speak now ? 

Qtitn. Ay, marry, must you : for you must understand, 
he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come 
again. 

This. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue, 

Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier, 
Most brisky Juvenal, and eke most lovely Jew, • 

As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire, 
ril meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny"* s tomb. 

Qitin. Ninus' tomb, man : Why you must not speak 
that yet ; that you answer to Pyramus : you speak all 
your part at once, cues and all, — Pyramus, enter ; your 
cue is past ;' it is, never tire. 

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass^s head. 

This. O, — as true as truest horse, that yet would never 
tire. 

Pyr. If J were fair, Thisby, I were only thine : — 

Qui'n. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted. 
Pray, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! [Exe. Clow7is. 

Puck, ril follow you. Til lead you about a round. 

Through bog, through bush, through brake, through 
brier ; 
.Sometime a horse PU be, sometime a hound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a tire ; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn. 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. [Exit. 

Bot. Why do they run away ? this is a knavery of 
them, to make me afeard.^ 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snout, O Bottom ! thou art changed ! what do I see 
on thee ? 

' Bot. What do you see ? you see an ass's he^ of your 
awn ; Do yoo ? 

[2] A cKCt in stage cant, la the last words of the preceding qieecfa, and aerres u a 
hint to him who is to speak next. STEE VRNS. 

[3] JJkar is from to fur, by the old form of tte Iifflgoace, m m Awf mtf » fitti 
leAiMger. Soa#yfBrfAfr«%. JOHNSON. -^ 
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Re-enter Qj[7iifCE. 

Qum. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee ! thou art trans- 
lated. [Exit, 
Bot. I see their knavery : this is to make an ass of me ; 
to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir from this 
place, do what they can : I will walk u|) and down here, 
and I will sing, that they shall hear I am not afraid. 

[Sings. 
The ousel-cock^* so black ofhue^ 

With orange-taivny hillj 
The throstle with his note so tnie. 
The wren zoith little quill ; 

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery bed ? 

[Waking. 
Bot. Thejinch, the sparrow, and the lark. 
The plain-song cuckoo gray* 
JUiose note full many a man doth mark, 
Jlnd dares not answer nay ; — 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird ] 
who would give a bird the lie, though he cry, cuckoo, 
never so ? 

Tita, I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again : 
Mine ear is much enamoured of thy note, 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape ; 
And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me. 
On the tirst view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot, Methinks, mistress, you should have httle reason 
for that : And yet, to say the truth, reason and love keep 
little company together now-a-days : The more the pity, 
that some honest neighbours will not make them friends. 
Nay, I can gleek,^ upon occasion. 

r4l The ouxtl cock is generally understood to be the cock black-bird. 

^ ■• 6 / STEEVENS. . 

The Ousel differs from the Blaek-bird by having a white crescent upon his breast, 
and is besides rather larger. See Lewin*s English Birds. DOUCE. 

[51 That is, the cuckoo, who, having no variety of strains, sings in pUi» long^ or 
in fiemo eaaiu ; by which expression the uniform modulation or simplicity of the 
chavni was anciently distinguished, in opposition to prick-song^ or variegated music 
sung by note. Skelton introduces the birds singing the different parts oi the ser- 
vice of the funeral of his favourite sparrow : among the rest is the cuckoo. 

T. WARTON. 

[6] Gltek was originally a game at cards. The word is often used by other an- 
cient comic writers, in the same sense as by our author. Mr. Lambe observes in 
his notes on the ancient metrical history of The Battie (f Fiodden, that, in the 
North, to ghek is to dsceive or begiMe ; and that the reply nade by tiie qoMi flf tJM 
fairies, provn ttaii to be tbt neaniiic of It STEEVENS. A 
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TYm. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own tun. 

Tita, Out of this wood do not desire to go ; 
Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
i am a spirit, of no common rate ; 
The summer still doth tend upon my state, 
And I do lore thee : therefore, go with me ; 
I'll grire thee fairies to attend on thee ; 
And the J shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 
\nd sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, 
That thou shalt like an airy spirit g^. 
—Peas-blossom ! Cobweb ! Moth ! and Mustard-seed ! 

Enter four Fairies. 

I Fat, Ready. 

'2 Fai. And 1. 

3 Fai. And I. 

•1 Fai, Where shall we go ? 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 
Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries,' 
With purple grapes, green figs^ and mulberries ; 
The. honey bags steal from the humble-bees. 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes,* 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
'J'o fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

[Tj Di.yebfrri'f we goostbernest which are still so called in several parts of the 
k inf. lorn. HE^JLEY. 

[^j I know not how Shakespeare, who commouly derived his knowledge of na- 
ture fium his own observation, happened to place the glow-worm's light io his eyes, 
vkhir.h is only in his tail. JOHNjSON. 

Tlie blunder is not in .Shakespeare, hut in those who have construed too literally 
a poptiL'al expression. It appears t'rom every line of his writings that he had stu- 
'lioi ^vith attention the book of nature, and was an accurate observer of any objeet 
that fell within his notice. He nnust have kuown that the light of the glow-worm 
wii? seated in the tail^ but surely a poet is justified in calling the luminous part of 
a glow- worm the eve. It is a liberty we take io plain prase; for the point of great- 
est brightness in a furnace is commonly called the eye of it 

JL)r. .Tohnson might have arraigned him with eqna^ propriety for sendint hk 
fairies to light their tapers at the fire of the glow-worm, which in Hamlet he termt 
wiffftcluttl : 

'* The glow-worm shews the matin to be near, 

** And *giiie to p^ bii uneffectual fin." AC. AflSON. 
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1 Fai\ Hail, mortal ! 

2 Fai. Hail ! 

3 Fai. Hail ! 

4 Fai. Hail ! 

Bot. I cry your worship's mercy, heartily.-— I beseech, 
year worship's name. 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good 
master Cobweb : If t cut my finger, I shall make bold 
with you. — Your name, honest gentleman ? 

Peas. Peas-blossom. 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash, 
^our mother, and to master Peascod, your fiither. Good 
naster Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of more ac- 
]uaintance too. — Your name, I beseech you, air ? 

Mtis, Mustard-seed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your pa- 
ience well:^ that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef 
[lath devoured many a gentleman of your house : I 
promise you, your kindred hath made my eyes water 
sre now. I desire you more acquaintance, good nmsfer 
kfastard-seed. 
f'Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my bower. 

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 
Ind when she weeps, weeps every little flower. 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently. [Exe. 

SCENE n. 

Another Part of the Wood. Enter Oberon. 

06. I wonder, if Titania be awak'd ; 
Then, what it was that next came in her eye, 
kVhich she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

Bere comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit ? 
tVhat night-rule now about this haunted grove ? 
Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love. 
N'ear to her close and consecrated bower, 
l?hile she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 

[9] These words are spokeo ironicallj. Aceordioff to tbt «»lnkm pNTaUfaf ta 
Mir autbor's tioie, auutird was supposed to ezette ehaltr. lUBID. 

♦ 1 
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A crew of patches/ rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread apon Athenian stalls, 

Were met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 

Forsook his scene, and enter'd in a brake : 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass's nowl I fixed on his head ; 

Anon, his Thisby must be answered. 

And forth my mimic comes : When they him spy, 

As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 

Or russet pated choughs' many in sort, 

Rising and cawing at the gun's report 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

So, at his sight, away his fellows fly : 

And, at our stamp,' here o'er and o'er one falls ; 

He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thus st 

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong : 

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 

Some, sleeves ; some, hats : from yielders all things ( 

I led them on in this distracted fear. 



[1] Patch was io old languase used m a term of (q)probr7 ; perhaps wii 
tke same import as we use rmgramufin, or tatterdnnalion. JOHN S0:N . 

I should suppose patch to \» merely a corruption of the Italian pa»st 
signifies properly afoot. TTRWHITT. 

[21 The chough is a bird of the daw kind. STEEVENS. 

[3l This seems to be a vicious reading. Fairies are never represented st 
or of a size that should give force to a stamp, norcouid they have distingui 
stamp of Puck AtMn those of tlieirown companiom. I read: Jnd at a stt 
o'er and o*«r one falls. JOHNSON. 

I adhere to the old reading. The stamp of a fairy might beeflScaciou< 
not loud; neither i? itnecesssry to suppose, when supernatural beings an 
of that the size of the agent determines the force of the action. That fa 
stamp to some purpose, may be known from the following passage in Olaus 
de GentihusSeptenirione^ibus:—** Verosalturo adeoprofunde in terrain impn 
ut locus insigni adore orbiculariter persus, non parit arenti redivivum 
gramen.** Shakespeare's own authority, however, is moat decisive. See 
elusion of the first scene of the fourth Act : 

*' Come, my queen, take hand with me, 

** And roctth^ ground whereon these sleepers be." STEEVE 

Honest Heginald Scott, says : '* Our grandams maids were want to set e 
milke before Incubus, and his cousin Robin Oood-fellow, for grinding of 
mustard, and sweeping the house at midnight : and— that he would cli 
ceedingly, if the maid or good wife of the house, having compassioi 
nakedness, laid anie clothes for him beesides his messe of white bread anc 
which was his standing fee. For in that case he saith. What have w 
Hemton, bamten, here will I never more tread nor stampcn.'^ Disco 
Witeh^i^, 1548. p. 80. RITSON. 
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And left sweet Pyramus translated there : 
When in that moment (so it came to past) 
Titania wak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass. 

06. This falls out hetter than i could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch'd^ the Athenian's eyes 
With the love-juice, as I hid thee do ? 

Puck. I took him sleeping, — that is finish'd too,— 
And the Athenian woman hy his side ; 
That, when he wak'd, of force she must he ey'd. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

06. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian. 

Pttck. This is the woman, hut not this the man. 

Dem. O, why rehuke you him that loves you so ? 
Lay hreath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide, but I should use thee worse ; 
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 
Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep. 
And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 
As he to me : Would he have stol'n away 
From sleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as soon, 
This whole earth may be bor'd ; and that the moon 
May through the center creep, and so displease 
Her brother's noon-tide with the antipodes. 
It cannot be, but thou hast murder'd him ; 
So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Dem. So should the murder'd look ; and so should I, 
Pierc'd through the heart with your stem cruelty : 
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What's this to my Lysander ? where is he ? 
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ? 

Dem. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou driv'st me past the bounds 
Of maideffs patience. Hast thou slain him then ? 
Henceforth be never number'd among men ! 
! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake ; 
Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake ? 
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping ? O brave touch !' 

[4] Laieh'd, or letch*d, lick*d over, Ueher, to lick, French. HANMER. 
in the North, it signifies to iwTtet STEEVENS. 

[5] Tonck in Shakespeare's time was the same with our exploitf or rather ttr^e 
A brave touch, a Boble atrdce, im grand coup. JOHNSON. 
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Could not a worm, an adder, do so mach ? 
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 

Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris'd mood :* 
I am not guilty of Lysander's blood ; 
Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 

Dem. An if I could, what should I get therefore ? 

Her. A pririlege, never to see me more — 
And from thy hated presence part I so : 
See me no more, whether he be dead, or no. [jEJa;t^ 

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein : 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remain. 
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Which now, in some slight measure it will pay. 
If for his tender here I make some stay. [Lies doTinii 

Ob. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken quite, 
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight : 
Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 
oomG (nifi-love tum'd, and not a false tum'd true. 

Puck. Then fate o'er-rules ; that, one man holdiPg 
troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

Ob. About the wood go swifler than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 
All fancy-sick she is, and pale of cheer^ 
With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear :* 
By some illusion see thou bring her here ; 
ril charm his eyes, against she do appear. 

Puck, I go, I go ; look, how I go ; 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. [Exit. 

[6] i. e. Mistaken; so below misprUion ii mistake. JOHNSON. 

I rather cooceive that—** on a misprU*d tnood>* it put for—** in a miivrWi 
moo4 ;" L e. **in a mittaken nomier.'* The pr^x^fiition— on, is liceotioiMlT 
used by ancient authors. When Mark Antony says that Augustus Csesar ** dealt 
«n lieutenaotry," ha does not aaean that he ** dealt his blows on lieutenants," 
but that he ** oealt te them ;" L e. achieved his victories by their conduct 

STEEVSNS 

[7] Cikscrfrom the Italian earon is frequenUy used by the old English writers fef 
countenance. Even I>ryden says— 

** Pale at the sudden sight, she ehang*d her cAeer.** Edin, Magaxint. 

STEEVEllff. 

[8] So, in MfagHaurg VL we bare ** blood-consuming/* " blood>drinking,** a>d 
'* bloodsucking sighs.** All alluding to the ancient supposition that eury sieh wn 
iodulgedattbeeipefiMoradroporUood. STEEVEKS. 
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Ob, Flower of this purple dye, 
Hit with Capid's archery,* 
Sink in apple of his eye ! 
When his love he doth espy, 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — 
When thou wak'st, if she be by, 
Beg of her for remedy. 

Re-enter Puck. 

Puck, Captain of our fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand ; 
And the youth, mistook by me, 
Pleading for a lover's fee ; 
Shall we their fond pageant see ? 
Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

Ob, Stand aside : the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Ptick, Then will two at once, woo one ; 
That must needs be sport alone ; 
And those things do best please me, 
That be^ prepost'rously. 

Enter Lysander and Helena. 
Lys. Why should you think, that I should woo in scorn? 
Scorn and derision never come in tears : 
)ok, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so bom. 
In their nativity all truth appears. 
ow can these llnngs in me seem scorn to you, 
taring the badge of &ith, to prove them true ? 
Hel, You do advance your cuniiing more and more. 
When truth kills truth, O devilish- holy fray ! 
hese vows are Hermia's ; Will you give her o'er ? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh : 
)ur TOWS, to her and me, put in two scales, 
ill even weigh ; and both as light as talcs. 
Lys, I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 
Tiel, Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er. 
lAfs, Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 
Dem, [awaking.} O Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, 
divine ! 

I] This alludes to what was said before : 

•• the bolt of Cupid fell : 

*« It fell upon a little western flower, 

" Before milk-white, now pucple with love*a wound.*^ STEEVENS. 
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To what, my love, shall I compare thine ejne ? 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherried, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus' snow/ 
Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow, 
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss I* 

Hel. O spite ! O hell ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me, for your merriment. 
If you were civil, and Imew courtesy, 
You would not do me thus much injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 
But you must join, in souls, to mock me too ? 
If you were men, as men you arc in show, 
You would not use a gentle lady so ; 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprise. 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes, 
With your derision! none, of noble sort. 
Would so offend a virgin ; and extort' 
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 

Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 
For you love Hermia ; this, you laiow, I know : 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermia's love I yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

Hel, Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none : 
If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojoum'd ; 
And now to Helen it is home retum'd. 
There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear. 
— ^Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear. 

[11 Taurus is the name or a range oT mountaios io Asia. JOHH SON. 
[3j He has in Mtaturtfor Meuurt^ the same iasage : 

** But mj kisses bring again, 

•* Sffl/f 1^ love, but seal*d in vain. JOHNSON. 
£3] Hhmi, toroMBt JOHNSON. 
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Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his functioD takes^ 
The ear more quick of sipprehension makes ; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense, 
[t pays the hearing double recompense : — 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
IVIine ear, I thank it, brought roe to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys, Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go? 

Her. What loye could press Lysander from my side ? 

Lys. Lysander's love, that would not let him 'bide, 
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light* 
Why seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee know. 
The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so ? 

Her. You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 

HeL Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoined, all three. 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me.^— 
Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid ! 
Have you conspired, have you with these contrived 
To bait me with this foul derision 1 
Is all the counsel that we two have sharM, 
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — O, and is all forgot ?* 
All school-dajTs' friendship, childhood innocence ? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Have with our neelds created both one flower f 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

[4] Shakespeare uses O for a circle. STEEVBN9. 

D*£wes*s Journal <f Q,wtfi EWtabtiiCt Parliaments^ V- 650, meotiopfl a patent to 
make spangles and oes or gold ; and I think haberdashers call soMll curtaio rioga 
O's, as being circular. TOLLET. 

{5] Mr. Gibbon observes, that in a poem of Gregory Nasianzeo oo bJs own life, 
are some beautiful lines which burst from the heart, and speak the panga of injured 
and lost friendship, resembling these. He adds, " Shakespeare had never read the 
poems of Gregory Nazianzen : be was ignorant of the Greek language ; but his mo- 
tber tongue, the language of nature, is the same in Cappadocia and in Britaio.*' 
Gibbon's HUt. Vol. III. p. 15. REED. 

£61 Meet of our modern editors, with the old copies, have— aeeiUet ; but the 
winrd was probably written by Shakespeare neelds^ (a common contraction io the 
iolattd counties at this day,) otherwise the verse would be inharmonioua. Io the 
He of Shakespeare many contractions were used. Of the evisceration and 
citMtion of words, however, T. Churchyard affords the most numerous and 
elacteg instances; for he has not scrupled even to give us ruiu instead of miii, 
tod w^tt instead of mUt, when he wants rhymes to toon and crUtt. 

STEEVSN& 
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Both warbliug of one song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 
But yet a union in partition. 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 
!So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,^ 
Due but to one, and crovnied with one crest. 
And will you rend our ancient love asunder, 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly : 
Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it ; 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Her, I am amazed at your passionate words : 
1 scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me. 

Hel. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn , 
To follow me, and praise my eyes and face ? 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 
(Vfho even but now did spurn me with his foot,) 
To call me goddess, n^^mph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul. 
And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 
But by your settmg on, by your consent ? 
What though I be not so in grace as you, 
So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 
But miserable most, to love unlov'd ? 
This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her, I understand not what you mean by tins. 

HeL Ay, do, persdver, counterfeit sad looks, 
Make mouth's upon me, when I turn my back ; 
Wink at eaCh other ; hold the sweet jest up : 
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners. 
You would not make me such an argument. 
But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault ; 
Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

[7J These are, as Theobald observes, terms peculiar to heraldry ; but that o 
vatioD does not help to explain tbein. — Every branch of a family is called a ki 
and Done but the Jirti of the Jirst house can bear the arms of the family, wil 
some distinction. Two of the first, therefore, meaoa two coats of tht hrsi h 
wjileb are properly due S«tto one. M. MASON. 
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Be certain, nothing truer ; 'tis no jest, 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. O me ! you juggler ! you canker-blossom !* 
You thief of love ! what, have you come by nighty 
And stoPn my love's heart from him ? 

Hel. Fine, i' feith ! 
Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 
No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 
Fye, fye ! you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her. Puppet ! why so ? Ay, that way goes the game. 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her height ; 
And with her personage, her tall personage. 
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.— - 
And are you grown so high in his esteem, 
Because I am so dwarfish, and so low ? 
How low am I, thou painted may-pole ? speak ; 
How low am I ? I am not yet so low, 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

HeL I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ; 
I have no gifl at all in shrewdness ; 
I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 
Let her not strike me : You, perhaps, may think, 
Because she's something lower than myself. 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower ! hark, again. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you ; 
Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 
I told him of your stealth unto this wood : 
Mj^ foUow'd you ; for love, I folio w'd him. 
But he hath chid me hence ; and threaten'd me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 
.^^^nd now, so you will let me quiet go. 
To Athens will I bear my folly back, 
And follow you no further : Let me go : 



i*» 



[8] The eanker-blottim is not in this place the blossom of the eanktr or nU4 f<ti*t ' 
which^our author alludes to in Much Ado about IfothiMgt Act I. se. iii but a PBIW 
that preys on the leaves or buds oS flowers, always begumiog in tte middle. teJi 
the famous passage, 

-<* Like a norm V the tad, 
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ACT i.a. midsummer-night's, dream. 51 

You see how simple and how fond I am. - 

Her. Why, get yon gone : Who is't that hinders you ? 

Hd>. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 

Her. What, with Lysander ? 

Hel. With Demetrius. 

Jjy$. Be not afraid : she shall not harm thee, Helena. 

Demr No, sir ; she shall not, though you take her part. 

Hel. O, when she's angry, she is keen and shrewd : 
She was a vixen, ^ when she went to school ; 
And, though she be but httle, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little ?-— 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 
Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf; 
You minimus, of hind'ring knot-grass made ;^ 
You bead, you acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious. 
In her behalf that scorns your services. 
Let her alone ; speak not of Helena^ 
Take not her part : for if thou dost mtend 
Never so little show of love to her, 
Thou Shalt aby it.« 

Lys. Now she holds me not ; 
Now follow, if thou dar'st ; to try whose right, 
Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

Dem. Follow? nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jole. 

[Exe. LrsAN. and Dem. 

Her. You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you : 
Nay, go not back. - 

bel. I will not trust you, I ; 
Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray ; 
My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit, 

Her* I am amaz'd, and know not what to say. 
• [Exit, pursuing Helena. 

ni FteM, or JUtn^ primitively signified h female fox. STEEVENS. 

(l J It appears that knot-grass was anciently supposed to prevent the growth of 
uj aoiroal or child. Daisy-roots were supposed to have the same effect. 

That prince of verbose and pedantic coxcombs, Richard Tomlinson, apothecary, 
ii his translation of Renodtau hit Dispensatory ^ 1657, informs us that kiut-grast 
** li a low reptant herb* with exile, copious* nodose, and geniculated branches.** 
Ytehaps no hypocondriac is to be found, who might not derive his cure ttom the pe* 
nualofany single chapter in this work. STEEVENS. 

[S] Abjf it, is abide by it ; i. e. stand to it, answer to it. So, in Ptalm cxxx. v. 
S, in Common Prayer : ** If thou, Lord, wilt be extrems to mark what is doae 
OlA)rd, who may abide H?'> HARRIS. 
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53 MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S D'REAM. ACT III* 

Ob. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak'st, 
Or else committ'st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck, Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did vou not tell me, I should know the man 
By tne Athenian garments he had on ? 
And 80 far hlameless proves my enterprize, 
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes : 
And so &r am I glad it so did sort. 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Ob, Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to fight : 
Hie therefore, Rohin, overcast the night ; 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With dropping fog, as hiack as Acheron ; 
And lead these testy rivals so astray. 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue. 
Then stir Demetrius up with hitter wrong ; 
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, 
Till o'er their hrows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and hatty wing^ doth creep : 
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye ; 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,* 
To take U'om thence all error, with his might, 
And make his eye -balls roll with wonted sight. 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision ; 
And back to Athens shall the lovers wend, 
With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 
ril to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ; 
And then 1 will her charmed eye release 
From monster's view, and all things shall be peace. 

Puck, My fairy lord, this must be done with haste ; 
For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, * 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there. 
Troop home to church-yards : damned spirits all,* 



[3] Salutiferous. So he calls, ia Tfu TtmpuU poUonoui dtw^ wicked im, 

r , «. . JOHNSON. 

[4 J The choetB of self-murderers, who we buried in cross-roads: and of tboae 
who beios drowned, were condemned (according to the opinion or the aneieals) 
tq wander for a hundred years, as the rites of sepulture had never beto reniUtrir 
bestowed on their bodies. That the waters were sometimes the place of reMdeaoe 
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That in cross- ways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

For fear lest day should look their shames upon, 

They wilfully exile themselves from light, 

And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night. 

Ob. But we are spirits of another sort : 
I with the morning's love have oil made sport ;* 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 
Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red. 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 
We may eflect this business yet ere day. lExit Ob* 

Piu:k. Up and down, up and down ; 
I will lead them up and down : 
1 am fear'd in field and town ; 
Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 

Enter Lysander. 
Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak thou now. 
Puck. Here, villain ; drawn and feady. Where art thou ? 
Lys. I will be with thee straight. 
Puck. Follow me then 
To plainer ground. [Exit Lys. as following the voice. 

Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. Lysander ! speak again. 
Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? • 
Speak. In some bueh ? Where dost thou hide thy head ? 

Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars. 
And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou child ; 
I'll whip thee with a rod : He is defiPd, 
That draws a sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea ; art thou there ? 

Puck. Follow my voice ; we'll try no manhood here. 

[Exeunt. 
Re'cnler Lysander. 
Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on , 

for damned spirittt we learn from the ancient bl. 1. romance of Sfr EglatMun q^ 
Jrtoytt DO date : 

** Let tome preest a gospel says, 
•• For doute oTfendet in ttuflodt.^ 8TEBVEN8 
[5] What the fairy monarch means to inform Puck of, is this. That he was 
not coiBpelUd, like meaner spirits, to Tanish at the first appearance of the dawf 

bT£BT< 



dawB. 
rEU| 
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When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 

The villain is much lighter heePd than I : 

I folio w'd j&st, but ^ter he did fly ; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

[Lies down. 
For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 
ril find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [Sleeps, 

Re-enter PrcK and Demetrius. 

Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! Coward, why comest thou not? 
Dcin. Abide me, if thou dar'st ; for well 1 wot, 
Thou runn'st before me, shilling every place ; 
And dar'st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 

Puck, Come hither ; I am here. 
Dem. Nay, then thou mock'st me. Thou shalt buy 
this dear, 
If ever I thy face by day-light see : 
Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. — 
By day's approach look to be visited. 

[Lies down and sleeps. 
Enter Helena. 
Hel, O weary night, O long and tedious night. 
Abate thy hours : shine, comforts, from the east ; 
That I may back to Athens, by day-light, 

From these that my poor company detest : — 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye, 
Steal me a while from mine own company. [Sleeps 

Puck, Yet but three ? Come one more ; 
Two of both kinds make up four. 
Here she comes, curst and sad ; — 
y Cupid is a knavish lad, ^ 

Thus to make poor females mad. 

Enter Hermia. 
Her, Never so weary, never so in wo, 

Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers ; 
I can no further crawl, no further go ; 

My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 
Here vdll I rest me, till the break of day. 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

[Lies dowih 
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Puck. On the ground 

Sleep sound : 

I'll apply 

To your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy. 
[Squeezing the juice on Lysanoer'i eife. 

When thou wak'st, 

Thou tak'st 

True delight 

In the sight 
Of thy former lady's eye : 
And the country proverb known. 
That every man should take his own, 
In your waking shaU be shown : 

Jack shall have Jill ; 

Nought shall go ill ; 
The man shall hare his mare ag^n, and all shall be well* 

[Exit Puck. — Dem. Hel. ^c» sleep. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The same. Enter Titania and BoTTOifi illi- 
ries attending ; Oberon behind unseen^ 

Titania. 
COME, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 
^ And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

Bot. Where's Peas-blossom ? 

Peas. Ready. 

Bot. Scratch my head, f e^-blossom. — Where's mon- 
sieur Cobweb ? 

Cob. Ready. 

Bot. Monsieur Cobweb; good monsieur, get your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped humble- 
bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good monsieur, bring 
me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself too much in the 
action, monsieur ; and, good monsieur, have a care the 
honey-bag break not ; I would be loath to have you over- 
flown with a honey-bag, signior. — Where's monsieur 
Mustard-seed ? 

Must. Ready. J 
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Bot, Give me your nief,^ monsieur Mustard-seed. 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must, What's your will ? 

BoL Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalero 
Cobweb to scratch.^ I must to the barber's, monsieur ; 
for, methinks, I am marvellous hairy about tiie face : and 
I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me, I 
must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my sweet lore ? 

BcL I have a reasonable good ear in music : let us 
have the tongs and tiie bones.^ 

Tita, Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir'st to eat. 

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch your 
good dry oats. Methinks, 1 (lave a great desire to a bot- 
tle of hay : good hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow. 

Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot, I had rather have a handful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray you, let none of your people stir me ; 
I have an exposition of sleep come upon me. 

Tita, Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms.— - 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 
So doth the woodbine, the sweet honey-suckle> 
Gently entwist,^ — the female ivy* so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 
O, how I love thee I how I dote on thee ! [Tliey sleep. 

[6] L e. fist. GREY. 

[7] Without doubt it should be cavalero Peat-blostom : as for cavalero Cobnel, 
he had just been despatched upou a perilous adventure. GREY. 

[8] The old rustic music of the tongt and keif. 1*^" rough muiic is lilcewise 
mentioaed by IVIarstun, iu ao address ad rithmum prefixed to the second Book of bis 
Satired, 159U : 

" Yee wel-match'd twins (wliose like-tun*d tongt affords 
" Such musical delight,") &c. STEEVENS. 

[9] What Shakespeare seems to mean, % this— <So the noodbine, i. e. the tnetl 
honey-suckle, doth gently entnist the barku Jlagers qf'the elm^ and so doet tkejTewtmle' 
ivy enring the samrji-.igfri. It is not unfreqiient in tDe poets, as well it other wri- 
ters, to explain one word by another which is better known. The reason why 
Shakespeare thought woodbine wanted iliustratioo, perhaps is this. In some eouo- 
ties, bv woodbine or noodbind would have been geoerally understood the ivy, 
which he had occasion to mention in the very next line. STEJBVENS. 

[I] Shakespeare calls it female ivy, because it always requires some stippoit, 
which is poetically called its husband. So Milton : 

•» ^led the vino 

** To wed her elm : she spou8*d, about him twines 

** Her marriagea]>le arms." 

" Ulmo conjuncta marito." CaluH. 

** riaianusque calibs 

*' Evbcet u!mos." /Tor STEEVBNS. 
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Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

^ Welcome, good Robin. See 'at thou this sweet sight ? 
dotage now I do begin to pity, 
meeting her of late, behind the wood, 
ing sweet savours for this hateful fool, 
I upbraid her, and fall out with her : 
she his hairy temples then had rounded 
I coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 
that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
wont to swell, like round and orient pearls, 
d now within the pretty flowrets' eyes,* 
tears, that did their own disg^ce bewail. 
\B I had, at my pleasure, taunted her, 
she, in mild terms, begg'd my patience^ 
m did ask of her her changeling c)iild ; 
ch straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
lear him to my bower in fairy land, 
now I have the boy, I will undo 
) hateful imperfection of her eyes. 
» gentle Puck, take this transfonned scalp 
n off the head of this Athenian swain ; 
t he awaking when the other do, 
all to Athens back again repair ; 
think no more of this night's accidents, 
as the fierce vexation of a dream, 
first I will release the fairy queen.— 

Be, as thou wast wont to oe ; 

[Touching her eyes mlh an herb. 

See, as thou wast wont to see : 

Dian's bud* o'er Cupid's flower 

Hath such force and blessed power. 
7i my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen, 
if^a* My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 
bought, I was enamour'd of an ass. 
6. There lies your love. 
!i^a. How came these things to pass T 
low mine eyes do loath his visage now ! 
b. iSilence a while. — Robin, take off this head.— 

Tfae cyt of « flower is tbe tecbnical term for its centre. STBEYENS. 

|Km*> bvdt ia the bud of tbe Agnut Cattut, or ChatU Tru. Thus, io *< JM«- 
BerbaU, pnetyted by Doetor I^tkacre, traruiaUd out ^ Laten into Engljfthe,** 
. t DO dtU : " The vertue of this herbe ia, that he wyU Icepe « maB and wo« 

^ STEEVEN& 

Vol. III. -* C^ 
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Titania, music call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 
Tita. Music, ho ! music ; such as charmeth sleep. 
Puck. Now when thou wak'st, with thine own fixil'l 

e3'e8 peep. 
Ob, Sound, music. [Still music] Come, my queen, take 
hand with me, 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in amity ; 
And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly. 
Dance in duke Theseus' house triumphantly, 
And bless it to all fair posterity : 
There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck, Fairy king, attend, and mark ; 
I do hear the morning lark. 

Ob. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 
Trip we after the night's shade : 
We the globe can compass soon, 
Swifter than the wandering moon. 

Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight. 
Tell mc how it came this night. 
That I sleeping here was found. 
With these mortals, on the ground. [Exeunt* 

[Horns sound within. 
Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train. 
The. Go, one of 3'ou, find out the forester; — 
For now our observation is performed :* 
And since we have the vaward of the day,* 
My love shall hear the music of my hounds 
— Uncouple in the western valley ; go : — 
Despatch, I say, and find the forester. 
— We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 
'■ — — 

[4] The booours due to the morDing of May. I koow not why Shakespem ftUi 
this play, A Midsummer- NighVs Dream, when be so carefully infintns ustiMtK 
happened on the night preceding May day. JOHNSON. 




duced 

tminme$U „ ^ „ 

bably their titles from a similar circumstance. MALONE. 

[51 F'anard ia compounded of van and nmri, the forepart In KnoIle*B BUItfS 
^the Turktt the word vayvod is used io tte-Moe leBie. EdUu itfafuiM. 

tiTKETSirS 
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Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
SeemM all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The, My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd,^ so sanded f and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but matchM in mouth like bells, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you hear. — But soft ; what nymphs are these? 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 
And this, Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 
This Helena, old Nedar's Helena : 
I wonder at their being here together. 

The, No doubt, thtfy rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ;^ and, hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 
But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 

Ege, It is, my lord. 

The, Go bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 

Horns, and shout within, Demetrius, Ltsander, Herhia, 
and Helena, wake and start up. 
The, Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past ;* 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 
Lys, Pardon, my lord. 

[He and. the rest kneel to Theseus 
TJie, I pray you all, stand up. 
1 know you are two rival enemies ; 

m Sojtetr'd,] Sir T. Hanmer Justly remarka, tbatjlens are the large chaps of ■ 
deep-mouth'd hound. T. WARTON. 

rei Sanded means of a sandy colour, nhicb ia one of the true denotemeots of ■ 
blood-hound. STEEVENS. 

[9] The rite of this montlrwaa once so univeraally observed, that ereo autbon 
tboucht that their -works ^ould obtain a more favourable reception, if publiihed ob 
May-Daif. STEEVENS. 

ril Alluding; to the old aiyiog, ttet birdi begio to eoupio OD St Tilfithi^ 
*qr STEEVENS. 
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How comes this gentle concord in the worid^ 
That hatred is so far from jealousy, 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Ims, My lord, I shall reply amazedly» 
Half 'sleep, half waking : But as yet, I swear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here : 
But, as I think (for truly would I speak,— 
And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough i 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head. — 
They would have stol'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem, My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 
And I in fury hither folio w'd them ; 
Fair Helena in fancy following me.** 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 

2(ut by some power it is,) my lov& to Hermia, 
elted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd. 
Which in my childhood 1 did dote upon : 
And all the fiuth, the virtue of my heart. 
The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord. 
Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia : 
But, like in sickness, did I loath this food : 
But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 

Ths. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 
Of this discourse we more will hear anon.— » 
BgeuBy I will overbear your will ; 
For in the temple, by and by wiUi us, 
These couples shall etemaUy be knit 
Andy for the morning now is something worn, 

[9] flMHy if here taken for love or a{%di0l^ ami k opposed to /teffiUbtftn 
'* Sighs andtMrs, poor i!VM<gr*f foUowen." 
Smm new call that which a Ban talm partkular deUght in. tabiteKf. . mmm 
/^mdM r, gf^ BorlBt, and Hrd'/iutitr, tOt a forernd feeder ol Ufihi in C0Oa|ili' 
"■■"■■■ JOHlvSOIv. 
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Our purpos'd hunting shall be set aside. — 

A¥iray, with us, to Athens : Three and three, 

We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. — 

Come, Hippolyta. [Exe. The. Hip. Ege. and train. 

Dem. These things seem small, and undistinguithable. 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Methinks, I see these things with parted eye, 
When every thing seems double. 

Hel. So methiiSLS : 
And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dem, It seems to me. 
That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do not you think, 
The duke was here and bid us follow him ? 

Her. Yea ; and my £sither. 

Hel. And Hippolyta. 

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why then, we are awake : let's follow him ; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. [Exeunt^ 

As they go outy Bottom awcikes. 

Bot. When my cue comes, call me, and I will answer : 
— my next is. Most fair Pyramus. — ^Hey, ho ! — Peter 
Qiiince ! Flute, the bellows-mender ! Snout, the tinker 1 
Starveling ! God's my life ! stolen hence, and left me 
asleep ! 1 have had a most rare vision. I have had a 
dream, — past the wit of man to say what dream it was : 
Man is but an ass, if he go about to expound this dream. 
Methought I was — there is no man can tell what. Me- 
thought I was, and methought I had, — But man is but a 
patched fool,' if he will offer to say what methough.. I 
had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man 
hath not seen ; man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue 
to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream was. 
I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream : it 
shall be called Bottom's Dream^ because it hath no bottom ; 
and I will sing it in the latter end of a play, before the 
duke : Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I 
shall sing it at her death.^ 

[Exit. 

[3] -.-^otdktd/MZ,] Tbst ia, a fool in a particolour*d coat JOHNSON. 
ra V» asm Mc tftott^TUttf, wbicb hti bead ii at pnmt fuU ^ _ 
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SCENE II. 

Athens. A Room in Quince's House. Enter Q)oiKCi> 
FLUtE, Snout, and Starveling. 

Qutn. Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is he come 
home yet ? 

Star. He cannot he heard of. Out of douht, he is 
transported. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred ; it goes 
not forward, doth it ? 

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man in all 
Athens, able to discharge Pyramus, but he. 

Flu. No ; he hath simply the best wit of any handy- 
crafl man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too : and he is a very 
paramour, for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragon : a paramour is, God 
bless us, a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, 
and there is two or three lords and ladies more married: 
if our sport had gone forward, we had all been made inen. 

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost six pence 
a-day daring his life ; he could not have 'scaped six pence 
a-day : an the duke had not given him six pence a-d^ 
for playing Pyramus, I'll be hanged ; he would have de- 
served it : six pence a-day, in Pyramus, or nothing. 

Enter Bottom. 

Bot. Where are these lads ? where are these hearts ? 

Qf/i». Bottom ! — O most courageous day ! O most 
happy hour. 

Bof. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but ask me 
not what; for, if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. 1 
will tell you every thing, right as it fell out. 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, is, 
that the duke hath dined : Get your apparel together ; 
good strings to your beards,* new ribbons to yourpumpi ; 
meet presently at the palace ; every man look o'er his 
part ; for, the short and the long is, our play is preftr- 

red. In any case, let Thisby have clean linen ; and 

— -— — '~— — "^ — — - ■- ■ — , 

£9(] i e. to prevent the false beards, which the/ wear, from firiiiuE oK 
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let not him, that plays the lion, pare his nails, for they 
shall hang out for the lion's claws. And, most dear ac- 
tors, eat no onions, nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet 
breath ; and 1 do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is a 
sweet comedy. No more words ; away ; go, away. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SC£N£ h'-The same. An Apartment in the Palace of 
Theseus. Enter Theseus, Hipfolyta, Philostrate, 

Lords, and Attendants. 

Hippolyta, 
'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers speak of. 

The. More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains, 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than coot reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact : 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic. 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt : 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth,' from earth to heaven \ 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 
Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 
Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 
How easy is a bush suppos'd a bear ? 

Hip. But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur'd so together. 
More witnesseth than fancy's images. 
And grows to something of great constancy ; 
But, howsoever, strange, and admirable. 

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Heleva. 

T%e. Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 
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— Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of lore, 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Lyt. More than to us 
Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 

Tht. Come now ; what masks, what dances shall we havei 
To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our afler-supper, and bed-time ? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 
What revels are in hand ? Is there no play. 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ? 
Call Philostrate. 

PhiL Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgment^ have you for this evening ? 
What mask ? what music ? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 

Phil. There is a brief,' how many sports are ripe ; 
Make choice of which your highness will see first. 

[Giving a paper. 

The. [reads.] The battle with the Centaurs ^ to be iimg 
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp. 
We'll none of that: that have 1 told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 

The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage. 
That is an old device ; and it was play'd 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

The thrice three Muses mourning for the death 

Of learning, late deceased in beggary. 
1'hat is some satire, keen and critical,^ 
Xot sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

A tedious brief scene of yoking Pyramua, 

And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth. 
Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 
That is, hot ice, and wondrous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 

PhiL A play there is, my lord, some ten words long ; 
Which is as brief as 1 have known a play ; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 
Which makes it tedious : for in all the play 

(6] By atridgtMnt our author may mean a dramatic perfonntnce, wbicfe ttvwi^ 
I be events of years into a few hours. . STEEVENS. 



r?] i^ e. a afiort account or enumeration. STEEVENS. 



[8j CfUUtd here means cHHciting, etnsMring. «o, in Othello t 
*'Ojlua oothine if not crtticol.** STEEVENS. 
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There is not one word apt, one player Etted. 
And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 
For Py ramus therein doth kill himself. 
.Which, when tsawrehears'd, I must confess, 
Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they that do play it? 

Phil. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here. 
Which' never labourM in their nainds till now^; 
And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memories^ 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it. 

PhtL No, my noble lord. 
It is not for you : 1 have heard it over. 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Unless you can find sport in their intents,' 
Extremely stretch'd, and conn'd with cruel pain^ 
To dp you service. ^ 

The. I will hear that play ; 
For never any thing can be amiss, ' 
When siofpleness and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in ;— and take your placea, ladies. 

[Exit Phii. 

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o'ercharg'dy 
And duty in his servicje perishing. 

The. Why, gentle fiweet, you shall see no such thing. ' 

Hip. /He says, they can do nothing in this kind. 

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing. 
Our sport shall be, to take what. they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do. 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit.' 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have seen them shiver and Jook pale^ . 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

[1] That is, unexercised, unpractised memocies. 8TEEVENS. 

[2] To Mend and to aiUnd were ancientlr synonvmous. inienit therefore mar 
be put for the object of their atUntion. . We Btili say a person U Ment on his 
busfness. STEEVENS. 

rai And what dutlfulness tries to perform without ability, rcgardftil generosity 
recemswitb complacency, estimatins it not bv the actual men* of the peiforin- 
aoce. but by what ft might have been, were the abilities of the perfonnen equtf to 
their eealASuch, 1 thinic, is the true interpretation of this passage ; for whicii 
the reader is indebted partly to Dr. Johnson, and partly to Mr. °**®^®J?-. t qwr 

5 Vol. hi. 
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Throttle their practis'd accent in their feara, 

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke oflf. 

Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcome ; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 

I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 

Of sawcy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied sinaplicity, 

In least, sp^k most, to my capacity. 

Re-enter Philostrate. 

Phil, So please your grace, the prologue is addrest 
The, Let him approach. [Flourish of trumpets. 

Enter Prologue, 

Prol. If we offend, it is with our good will. 

That you should think, we come not to cffend. 
But with good Tvill, To shezv our simple skilly 

That is the true, beginning of our end. 
Consider then, we com£ but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you. 
Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not here. That you should here repent you. 
The actors are at hand ; and, by their show. 
You shall know all, that you are like to know. 

The, This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

Lys. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt ; he 
knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord : It is not 
enough to speak, but to speak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hath played on this prologue, like a 
child on a recorder ;* a sound, but not in government 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; nothing im- 
paired, but all disordered. Who is next ? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Mooxshine, and la- 

ON, as in dumb show, f> 

Prol, * Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this show; 

* But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 
* This man is Pyramus, if you would know : 

* This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain.* 

[4] Recordtr,—tL kind of flute. Shakespeare iotroduces Ute same inatrumcfltii 
HiMet ; and Milton says :— *♦ To the sound of soft recorders.** STEfiVfiKB. 

[51 A burlesque was here intended on the frequent recurrence of ** ecrlMi^ ■* 
buo£ling rbyno in poetry more ancient than the age of Sbakeipetrv. -' i 

STEBTSl&Ui 
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' This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 
' Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers Sunder : 

' And through wall's chink, poor souls, they are content 
' To whisper ; at the which let no man wonder. 

' This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 

* Presenteth moon-shine : for, if you will know, 
' By moon-shine did these lovers think no scorn 

' To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo. 
• This grisly beast, which by name lion hight,' 
The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, 
' Did scare away, ot rather did afifright : 
And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall ; 

' Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain : 
Anon comes Py ramus, sweet youth, and tall, 

* And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain : 
Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade ,^ 

* He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breast ; 
And, Thisby tarrying in mulberry shade, 

' His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest. 
Let Lion, Moon-shine, Wall, and lovers twain, 

' At large discourse, while here they do remain.' 

[Ex. Prol. This. Lion, and Moon-shine. 

The. I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 

Dem. No wonder, my lord : one Hon may, when many 
usses do. 

Wall. ' In this same interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 
And such a wall, as I would have you think, 
That had it in a cranny 'd hole, or chink. 



3llO« 



^ HighU <n old English, s\gn\&ea^U called. I tbiak it probable thttaliue, 
lowing the words— 6^ nighty has been lost. M ALONE. 

[7] Mr. Upton rightlj observes, that Shakespeare in this line ridicules the affec- 
ation of beginning many words with the same letter. He might have remarlced the 
ame K^—Tfu ragii^ rockt^ &c. Gascoisne, contemporary with our poet, remarks 
od blames the same affectation. JOHNSON. 

This alliteration seems to have reached the height of its fashion in the reign of 
leBryVIII. Theilbllowing stanza is quoted from a poem OnthiFall and evil 
access of ReMlion^ written in 1537, by Wilfride Holme: 

** Loe, lepfous lurdeins, lubricke in loquacitie, 
** Vah, vaporous villeins, with venim vulnerate, 
** Proh, prating parenticides, plezious to pinnosltie, 
" Fie, frantJke fabulators, furibund, and fatuate, 
** Out, oblatrant^ oblict, obstacle, and obsecate^ 
** Ah addict algoes, in aeerbitie acclamant, 
*« Maguall in mischief, malicious to mugilate, 
*• Repriving your Roy so renowned and radiant" 

In Tu9ser*s Husbandry, p. lOi, there Is a poeJB sC wfa'^h f T9ry wwd bub" 
tithaT. eTBEYBNS. 

■ ii 
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* Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 

* Did whisper oflen very secretly. 

* This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show 

* That I am that same wall ; the truth is so . 

* And this the cranny is, right and sinister, 

' Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.' 
The, Would you desire lime and hair to speak better ? 
Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard 

discourse, my lord. 

The, Pyramus draws near the wall : silence I 

Enter Pyramus. 
Pyr- * O grim-look'd night ! O night with hue so black! 

* 6 night, which ever art, when day is not ! 
^ O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 

* I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot ! — 
' And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall, 

* That stand'st between her father's ground and mine; 

* Thou wall, O wall, O sweet, and lovely wall, 

* Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne. 

[Wall holds up hisjingers. 
' Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield tliee wall for tliis .' 

' But what see I ? No Thisby do I see. 
' O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss ; 

* Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me !' 

The, The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse 
again. | 

Pyr, No, in truth, sir, he should not Deceiving nu^ 
is Thisby 's cue : she is to enter now, and I am to spy 
her through the wall. You shall see, it will fall pat as i 
told you : — Yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 
7^1*5. * O wall, full oflen hast thou heard my moans, 

* For parting my fair Pyramus and me : 
' My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones ; 

* Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.' 
Pyr, * I see a voice : now will I to the cliink, 

* To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. 

* Thisby I' 

This, * My love ! thou art my love, I think.' 
Pyr, * Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace ; 
' And like Limander am I trusty still.'* - 






[B] Limuider and Helen, are spoken by tiie blunderioe plaTer, fbr 
Hero. SlalUui aod Procrus, for CephaluB and Procris. JOmSON. 
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This. * And I like Helen, till the ^tes me kill.' 

Pyr. ' Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.' 

This* * As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.' 

Pyr. ' O, kiss me through the hole of this vile wall.' 
. I%i8, ' I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all.' 

Pyr. ' Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straight- 
way ?' 

7^15. ' Tide life, tide death, I come without delay.' 

Wall. * Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so ; 
' And, being done, thus Wall away doth go.' 

[Exeunt Wall, Pyramus, and Thisbe. 

The. Now is the mural down between the two neigh- 
bours. 

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful to 
hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : and the 
worst are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip. It must be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

J%e. If we. imagine no worse of them, than they of 
themselves, they may pass for excellent men. Here 
come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

Enter Lion and Moonshine. 

Lion. * You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 
' The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor, 

< May now, perchance, both quake and tremble here, 
* When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

' Then know, that I, one Snug the joiner, am 

* A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam :^ 
' For if I should as lion come in strife 

* Into this place, 'twere pity of my life.' 

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience. 
Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er I saw. 
Lys. This lion is a very fox for hi» valour. 
The. True ; and a goose for his discretion. 
Dem. Not so, my lord : for his valopr cannot carry his 
discretion ; and the fox carries the goose. 

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his val- 

[0] That is* that I am Song the ioiner; and neither a lion, nor a lion*8 dam. Dr. 
Jotaraoa has justly obserred in a note on AWs wM that 9nd$ ntlU that mot in tht 
rtmedogy of our autbor*8 time often related to two membeit of t itiittiiC9» 
aougt only expressed in the latter. So in the play just meBtioacd x 

•* ——contempt nor bitterness 

"Wert in Us pride of sharpness.** MALOmB. 



70 MIDSITiaCER-NIGHT's DREAM. ACT ?• 

our ; for the goose carries not the fox. It is well : leave 
it to his discretion, and let us listen to the moon. 

Moon, ' This lantern doth the homed moon present :'^ 

Dem, He should have worn the horns on his head. 

The, He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon, * This lantern doth the horned moon present 
*• Myself the man i^ th' moon do seem to be.' 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest : the 
man should be put into the lantern : How is it else the 
man i^ th' moon ? 

Dem, He dares not come there for the candle; for, 
you see, it is already in snufif.^ 

Hip, I am a-weary of this moon : Would, he would 
change ! 

The, It appears, by his small light of discretion, that 
he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all reason, we 
must stay th,e time. 

Ly$, Proceed, moon. 

Moon, All that I have to say, is, to tell ^ou, that the 
lantern is the moon ; I, the man in the moon ; this thorn* 
bush, my thorn-bush ; and this dog, my dog. 

Dem. Why, all these should be in the lantern ; for they 
are in the moon. But, silence ; here comes Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

Thit. * This is old Ninny's tomb : Where is my love ?* 

Ijion. * Oh — .' [The Lion roars. — Thisbe runs (ff, 

Dem. Well roared, Uon. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, moon. — Truly, the moon shines with 
a good grace. 

The. Well moused, lion. « 

[The Lion tears Thisbe's mantle, and exit. 

Dem. And so comes Pyramus. 

Lys. And then the moon vanishes. 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr. * Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams; 

* I thank thee,' moon, for shining now so bright: 
* For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams, 

• I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight. 

[1] An equWocatioo. Snuff' signifies both the cinder of a caodie, and IMy< 

12} To mmut aj^nified to mammoek, to tear in pieces, as a cat tears a inou» 

MALQNK. 
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* But stay ; — O spite ! 

* But mark ; — Poor knight, 

' What dreadful dole is here ? 
.'Eyes, do you see ? 

* How can it be ? 

' O dainty duck ! O dear ! 

* Thy mantle good, 

« What, stain'd with blood ? 

* Approach, ye furies fell !* 

* O fates ! come, come ; 

* Cut thread and thrum ;* 

* Quail, crqsh, conclude, and quell V* 

The, This passion, and the death of a dear friend, 
>ald go near to make a man look sad. 
Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
Pyr. * O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions frame ? 
' Since lion vile hath here deflour'd my dear : 
Vhich is — ^no, no— which was the fairest dame, 
' That liv'd, thatlov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with cheer. 
' Come, tears, confound ; 

* Out, sword, and wound 
' The pap of Pyramus : 

« Ay, that left pap,® 

* Where heart doth hop : — 

* Thus die I, thus, tlnis, thus. r 

' Now am 1 dead, 

* Now am I fled ; 

* My soul is in the sky : 

* Tongue, lose thy light ! 
• <Moon, take thy flight! 

* Now die, die, die, die, die.' [Dies. Ex* Moonsb. 



[3] The poet here, and in the followiog lines spoken by Thisbe-~— 

•* O sisters three, 

•♦ Come, come to me, 

" With bands as pale as millc— " 
>bably intended to ridicule a passage in Vamon and Pythias^ bj Richard Ed- 
rdB, 1582. MALONE. 

[4] Thrwn is the end or extremity or a weaver*s warp ; it is popularly used 
' Tery coarse yarn. The maids now call a mop of yarn a ikrwn mop. 

WARxv£R. 

[6] To qwU is to murder, to destroy. ST EE YENS. 

[6] Lest our author should seem chareca'jle with an inefficient rhyme, it ought 
be remembered that the broad pronii negation, now almost peculiar to the Scotch, 
n anciently current in England. Throughout the old copies of Shaice8peare*> 
•ys, ** tottered** is alway.s spelt '• tottered ,** Pap therefore was souBded PfjK 
be context reminds us of a passage in the seventh Satire of Jtuvtnal : 

" 'lava in parte mamill(t 

"NUioiil.— »' STEEVENS. 
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Dem. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is but one. 

Lys, Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he is no- 
thing. 

The. With the help of a surgeon, he might yet reco- 
ver, and prove an ass.^ 

Hip. How chance moonshine is gone, before Thisbe 
comes back and iinds her lover ? 

The. She will find him by star-light. — Here she comes, 
and her passion ends the play. 

Enter Thisbe. 
Hip. Methinks, she should not use a long one, for lach 
a Pyramus : I hope, she will be brief. 

Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which Pyramni^ 
which Thisbe, is the better. 
Lys, She hath spied him already with those sweet eyci. 
Dem. And thus she moans,' videlicet. — 
This. * Asleep, my love ? 
' What, dead, my love ? 

* O Pyramus, arise, 

* Speak, speak. Quite dumb ? 
< Dead, dead ? A tomb 

* Must cover thy sweet eyes. 

' These lily brows, 

* This cherry nose, 

* These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

* Are gone, are gone : 

* Lovers, make moan ! 

' His eyes were green as leeks. 

[71 The character of Theseus throughout this play is more exalted Id 111 kr 
manity, than its greatness. Though some sensible observations on Ufle, waAwt. 
mated descriptions fall from him, as it is said of lago, gou shall tastt himwunu* 
soldier than as a wit, Khich is a distinction he is here striving to deserve, tlMi^ 
with little success ; as in support of his pretensions be never rises bibber ttMt 
puHf and frequently sinks as low as a quibble. STEEVENS. 

£8] The old copies concur in reading— meanx. STEEVENS. ^^ 

Mr. Theobald altered means to moans : but means had ancienUy the same ripji* 
eation. Mr. Pinkerton (under the name of Robert Heron, Esq.) olnervei ttit 
it is a common term in the Scotch law, signifving to tellt to rslole, to ibctarw ; wi 
the petitions to the lords of session in Scotland, rtm : •* To the lords cf tnkmi 
end aeaaion humbly means and shows your petitioner." Here, however, fce^ 
denUy aignifles complains. Bills in chancery begin in a similar mauiier : ** 
Uy cvm^aUtiMg sheweth unto your lordship," 6c. The word occim is u \ 
manuicripC io my own possession: 

•* This ender day wen me was wo, 

•• Under a bugh ther I lay, 

** Nagbt gale to mew me to.** 

So agliB, is a very ancient Scottish song : 

** I hard ane may sair mwrne and mtjne.'" RITSOIT. 
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* O sisters three, 

* Come, come, to me, 

* With hands as pale as milk ; ■ 

* Lay them in gore, 

* Since you have shore 

' With shears his thread of silk. 

* Tongue, not a word : — 

* Come, trusty sword ; 

*• Come, blade, my breast imbrue : 

* And farewell, friends ; — 
< Thus Thisby ends : 

* Adieu, adieu, adieu.' [Dies. 
The, Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Dem, Ay, and Wall too. 

Bot. No, I assure you ; the wall is down that parted 
their fathers. Will it please you to see the epilogue, or 
to hear a BergOinask dance, between two of our com- 
pany ?^ 

The. No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs no 
excuse. Never excuse ; for when the players are all dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ it, 
had play'd Pyramus, and hanged himself in Thisbe's gar- 
ter, it would have been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; 
and very notably discharged. But come, your Bergomask: 
let your epilogue alone. [Here a dance of Clowns, 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve : — 
Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time. 
I fear we shall out-sleep the coming mom. 
As much as we this night have overwatched. 
This palpable -gross play hath well beguiPd 
The heavy gait of night. — Sweet friends, to bed. — 
A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 
III nightly revels, and new jollity. [Elxeunt, 

SCENE n. 

.> 

Enter Puck. 
Pnck. Now the hungry lion roars,* 
And the wolf behowls the moon ; 

[9] A Burgomask dance (as Sir T. Haomer observes in his Glostarjf) is a dancer 
alter the manner of the peasants of Bergomascot a country in Italy, belonging to 
tjie Venetians. All the buffoons in Italy affect to imitate the ridiculous jargon of 
tbat people, as well as their manner of dancing. STEEVENS. 

(Ij It has been justly observed by an anonymous writer, that among this 
assembtlace of familiar circumstances attending mMnigbt, either in England 

Vol. IIL D 
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Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone.' 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching lovd. 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his sprite. 

In the church- way paths to glide : 
And we &iries, that do run 

By the triple Hecat's team. 
From the presence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream, 
Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow'd house : 
I am sent, with broom, before. 
To sweep the dust behind the door.* 

Enter Oberon and Titania n^ith their train, 

Ob. Through this house give glimmering lightt 

By the dead and drowsy fire : 
Every elf, and fairy sprite, 

Hop as light as bird from brier ; 
And this ditty, afler me, 
Sing, and dance it trippingly. 
7\7. First, rehearse the song by rote : 
To each word a warbling note, 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace. 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 

or its neighbouring kingdoms, Shakespeare would never have thought of totermlS' 
ing the exotic idea of the hungry lion roaringt vrbicb can be heard oo oecrer tbu 
in the deserts of Africa, if he had not read in the 104th Pxo/m: " Thou onketf 
(larlcoess that it may be nighty ivberein all the beasts of the forest do move; the 
lions roaring after their prey, do seek their meat from God." MALONE. 

I do not perceive the justness of the foregoing anonymous writer's obserritiOB. 
Puck, who could " encircle the eaith in forty minutes," like his fairy miatxeas, 
might have snuffed ** the spiced Indian air:" and consequently ao image, for^igB 
to Europeans, might have been obvious to him. Our poet, however, ioattenUveto 
little proprieties, has sometimes introduced his wild bea:its in regions when they 
are never found. STEEVENS. 

[1] Fordone— I e. overcome. STEEVEKS. 

[2] Cleanlioess is alwajrs necessary to invite the residence and the favour ef tbe 
fafries : 

« These make our girls their slutrrv rue, 

** By pinching them both black and blue, 

" And nut a pennv in their shoe 

•^ Tiic aousefcrcieanivsweeumg.'' Drgvtan. JOHNSON. 
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SONG,» AND DANCE. 

Ob. Now, until the break of day, 
Through this house each fairy stray. 
To the best bride -bed will we. 
Which by us shall blessed be ; 
And the issue, there create, . . 

Ever shall be fortunate^ 
So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be : . 
And the blots of nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 
Never mole, hare-lip,^ nor scar, 
Nor mark prodigious,^ such as are 
Despised in nativity. 
Shall upon their cfajldren be. — 
With this field-dew consecrate, 
Every fairy take his gait :^ 
And each several chamber bless/ 
Through this palace with sweet peace : 
E'er shall it in safety rest^ 
And the owner of it blest. 



3] I am afraid ibis soog is gone after many other things of greater value. The 
tb is that two Bongs are lost The aeries dr the scene is this ; alter the q)eecb 
Puck, OberoD enters, and calls his fairies to a song, which song is apparently 
Bting in all the copies. Next Titania leads another song, which is indeed lost 
s the former, though the editors have endeavoured to find it Then Oberon dis- 
ises bis fliiries to the despatch of the ceremonies. 

The songs, I suppose were lost, because thev were not inserted in the players' 
ts, from which the drama was printed. JOHNSON. 

4] This defect in children seems to have been so much dreaded, that numerous 
rt the charms q;>plied for its prevention. The following might be as eflicacious 
my of the rest. " If a woman with chylde have her smoclce slyt at the neather 
le or skyrt thereof, fcc. the same chylde that she then goeth withall, shall be 
) flhu^taaving a cloven or hare tippe.^ Thomas Lupton^s Fonrth Book of fftr 
U TtSHtt, 4to. bl. 1. STEEVENS. 

5] Fndig^tmt has here its primitive signification of porttidout, STEEVENS. 

S] i. e. take his way, or direct his tttps. STEEVENS. 
fell, fior a jMlA or road, is commonly used at present in the northern counties. 

HARRIS. 

7] The same superstitious kind of benediction occurs in Chaucer*! JftflerV 
(e, V. 3479, Tyrwhitt's edition : 

" 1 crouche thee from elves, and from iHghtea. 

** Tberwith the nigbtspel said be anon rightes 

** On four halves of the hous aboute, 

** And on the threswold of the dore withoute. 

'* Jesu Crist, and Saint Benedight, 

** Blisse this hous from every wicked wight, 

" Fro the Bightes mare, the wite Paternoster." Icc» STEEVENS. 
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Trip away ; 
Make do stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 

{Exe. Ober. Tita. and TVatV 

Pock. If we shadows have qffendedy 

TTiink but this, {and all is mended^) 

That you have but slumbered here^ 

While these visions did appear, 

And this weak and idle theme^ 

JVb more yielding but a dream, 

Genilesy do not reprehend ; 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

JUnd as Pm an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luch^ 

JVow to * scape the serpents tongue,* 

We will make amends ere long : 

Else the puck a liar call. 

So, good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands,^ if we befriends, 

And Robin shall restore amends, [Exit 



[81 i. e. if we 1 
9] That is, if 
1] That is, C] 



have better fortune than we have deserved. STEEVEXS. 
we be dismissed without hisses. JOHNSON. 
Clap your haads. Give us your applause. JOHNSON. 
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OBSERFATIOKS. 



Much ado about nothing.] IT is true, as Mr. Pope 
has observed, that somewhat resembUng the stoiy of this 
play 18 to be found in the fiflh book of the Orlando 
Furioso, In Spenser's Fairy Queeny as remote an original 
maybe traced. A novel, however, of Belleforest, copied 
from another of Bandello, seems to have furnished 
Shakespeare with his fable, as it approaches nearer in 
all its particulars to the play before us, than any other 
performance known to be extant. I have seen so many 
versions from this once popular collection, ihat I en- 
tertain no doubt but that a great majority of the tales it 
comprehends have made their appearance in an English 
dress. Of that particular story which I have just men- 
tioned, viz. the 18th history in the third volume, no 
translation has hitherto been met with. 

This play was entered at Stationers' Hall, Aug. 23, 
1600. Steevens. 

Ariosto is continually quoted for the fable of Much Ado 
about Nothing ; but I suspect our poet to have been satis- 
fied with the Geneura of Turberville. ** The tale (says 
Harrington) is a pretie comical matter, and hath bin writ- 
ten in English verse some few years past, learnedly and 
with good grace, by M. George Turbervil." Ariosto, fol. 
1691, p. 39. Farmer. 

This play may be justly said to contain two of the most 
sprightly characters that Shakespeare ever drew. The 
wit, the humourist, the gentleman, and the soldier, are 
combined in Benedick. It is to be lamented, indeed, that 
the first and most splendid of these distinctions, is dis- 
graced by unnecessary profanenesa^ for the goodness ^ a 



[80] 

his heart is hardly sufficient to atone for the license of his 
tongue. The too sarcastic levity, which flashes out in the 
conversation of Beatrice, may be excused on account of 
the steadiness and friendship so apparent in her behaviour, 
when she urges her lover to risque his life by a challenge 
lo Claudio. In the conduct of the fable, however, there 
is an imperfection similar to that which Dr. Johnson has 
pointed out in The Merry Wives of Windsor: — the second 
contrivance is less ingenious than the first :— or, to speak 
more plainly, the same incident has become stale by re- 
petition. I wish some other method had been found to 
entrap Beatrice, than that very one which before had 
been successfully practised on Benedick. 

Steevens. 



1 






1 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Don Pedro, prince of Arragon, 

Don John, ^t^ bastard brother. 

Claudio, a young lord of Florence, favourite to Don Pedro 

Benedick, a young lord of Paduo . favourite likezcise of Dot 

Pedro. 
Leonato, governor of Messina. 
Antonio, his brother. 
Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro. 

CotoIde? ^^'^^^•^'•^ ^f^^^ J^^^''^ 

Dogberry, } . /• ?• ; /r 
Verges, J t:i'ofooh,h officers. 

A Sexton. 
A Friar. 
A Boy. 

Hero, daughter to Leonato. 
Beatrice, niece to Leonato. 

Ursula. ' s S^'^^^^^'^^^^ attending on Hero. 

Messengers, Watch, and Attendants. 
SCENE.— JWMwntf. 



( 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHINC. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Before Leonato's Ifoitsc, Enter Leoxato, 
Hero, Beatrick, and others, Txith a Messenger, 

Lconato, 

X LEARN in this letter, that Don Pedro of Arragon 
Gomes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off when 1 lefl him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this ar 
tiOD? 

Mess. But few of any sort, an J none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
brings home full munlx^rs. I find here, that Don Pedro 
hath bestowed much honour on a young Florentine, calloi! 
Claudio. 

Mess, Much dcFcrved on his part, and equally rcniem- 
bered by Don Pedro : He hnth borne himself beyond the 
promise of his age ; doing, in the ligure of a lamb, the 
feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, better bettered expecta- 
tion, than you must expect of me to tell you how. 

Leon, He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very 
much glad of it. 

Mess, I have already delivered him letters, and there 
appears much joy in him ; even so much, that joy could 
not show itself modest enough, without a badge of bitter- 
ness.* 

fjcon. Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess. In great measure. 

[1 ] This is iiidiciously exiucsied. Of all the transports of jov, Uiat Khich is at- 
tended wilhte'ara is least olVensive ; because, carrying with it this mark of pain, it 
allays the envy thai usually attends ajwther's hapuines!!. This he finely calls a mo- 
dest joy, such a one a.i did not insult the obserrer by an iodicatioa of happiaess ua- 
mULeU with pain. WARBUHTON. 
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Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : There are no 
faces truer than those that are so washed. How much 
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat. I pray 3 ou, is sigiiior Montanto* returned from the 
wart?, or no ? 

Aless. I know none of tliat name, lady ; there was 
none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon, What is he Uiat you ask for, niece ? 

Hero, My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. O, he is returned ; and as ])Ieasant as ever he was. 

Beat. lie set up his bills here in Messina, and challen- 
ged Cupid at the flight :^ and my uncle's fool, readine the 
challenge, subscribed ior Cupid, and challenged him at 
the bird-bolt.^ — 1 pray you, how many hath he killed and 
eaten in these wars ? But how many hath he killed? for, 
indeed, I promised to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too much ; 
but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mebs, He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat, You had musty victual, and he hath help to eat 
it: he is a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an excel- 
lent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lad}'. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ; — But what is he to 
a lord ? 

Mess, A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed with all 
honourable virtues.* 

[2] MontoMte^ in Spanish, is a huge two-handed sword, a title KiTen, with much 
huioour, to ODe whom the speaker would represent as a boaster or oravado. 

WARBURTON. 

Moutanlo was one or the ancieut terms of the fencing-school. So, in The fFi'vti •T 
IVindtor: 

." thy reverse, thy distance, thy montant. STEEVENS. 

[31 Flight (as M. Douce observes to me) does not here mean an arrottf but a sect 
of shooting called rovf n/r, or shooting at long lengths. The arrows used atthil 
•port are called /ZijAf-arrows ; as were those used in batUe for great distanrea. 

STEEVEKS. - 

[4] The bird-bolt is a short thick arrow without a point, and spreading at the CS" 
tremity so much, as to leave a flat surface, about the breadth of a ahilliog. Sueb 
are to this day in u»e to kill rouk.i with, and are shot from* a crosa-bow. 

STEBVEJfS. 

The meaning of the whole is— Bcnedirk, from a vain conceit of his iaftueiiee orer 
won>en, cludlcnged Cupid at roving (a particular kind of archery, in whiehJIirM" 
arrows are used.) Iq other words, he challenged him to thoot at hearts. The ftolf 
to ridicule this piece of vanity, in his turn challenged Benedick to shoot at ciowa 
with the cross bow and bird-bolt; an inferior kind of archery used by foob, vbo, 
lor obrknu reasons, were not permitted to shoot with pointed arrows : WbeBMtto 
proverb—'* A fooPs bolt is soon shot." DOU CE. 

[5] Stuffed, in this first instance, has no ridicolous meaning. Mr. Edirtrdi 
observeg. ttuit Medc, in bis Ditnwtes oa Scrtpture, speakios of Adim, nji, *^— fet 
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Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a stuffed 
man : but for the stuffing, — WeU, we are all mortal. 

Leon, You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there is 
a kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick and her : 
they never meet, but there is a skirmish of wit between 
them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our last con* 
flict, four of his five wits' went halting off, and now is 
the whole man governed with one : so that if he have 
wit enough to keep himself warm, let him bear it for a - 
difference between himself and his horse ; for it is all the 
wealth that he hath lefl, to be known a reasonable crea- 
ture. — ^Who is his companion now ? He hath every month 
a new sworn brother.^ 

Mess. Is it possible ? 

Beat Very easily possible : he wears his faith but as 
the &shion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books.' 

Beat. No : an he were, I would bum my study. But, 
I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there no young 
squarer now,' that will make a voyage with him to the 
devil ? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat. O lord ! he will hang upon him like a disease : 
he is sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker runs 
presently mad. God help the noble Claudio ! if he have 
caught the Benedick, it will cost him a thousand pound ere 
lie he cured. 

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, g^od friend. 

whom God had tti(fkd wtth so manjr excellent qualities.*' Uo homme biea et^g, 
ii{aiflM, in Frenchi a num in good eireumttanceg. STEEVENS. 

[6] lo oor autbor'a time wit was the general term for intellectual powen. The 
mU •aem to tAve been reckoned five, by analogy to the five teoaes, or the five in- 
MitoidMi. JOHNSON. 

[f] i. •. one witb whom he bath tivom (ai was anciently the custom amoas ad?! o- 
fvren) to ahare fortunes. STEEVENS. 

[8] T9b*iMa flWM'f bookt, originally meant to be in the list of his retaintrs. Sir 
JooB MuHtoTiUe tells us, ** alle the mynstrelles that comen before the great Cbao 
ktD witboldtB with him, as of his boushold, and entred in hia bookett m for bit 
«WB BU.*' FARMER. 

A itnani and a lover were in Cupid*8 Vocabulary, synonymous. Renee perhtpa 
tbo phrase— fe bei»a «ertM*< bookt—nv applied equally to the /ever and the mt- 
ifM atitudami. MALONE. 

m A tftmrit I take to be a choleric, q^JS^S"^"^ Ddloir, to ia tifii MBM 
SIttfiMpeartiiMsthtwordtQfftNm. JOHNSON. 

d 
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I^on. Vou will never run mad, niece. 
Beat. No, not till a hot January. 
Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 

Kilter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar and others^ Di 
John, Clwdio^ and Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come i 
meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is to avoi 
<:ost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the likenei 
of your grace : for trouble being gone, comfort shoal 
remain ; but, when you depart from me, sorrow abide 
and happiness takes his leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge^ too willingly.— 
think, this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her ? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a chik 

D. Pedro. You have it full, Benedick : we may gues 
by this what you are, being a man. Truly, the lady ft 
thcrs herself: — Be happy, lady I for you are like a 
honourable father. 

Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would nc 
have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina, as lik 
him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder, that you will still be talking, signio 
Benedick ; no body marks yon. 

Bene. What, my de:\r lady Disdain ! are you yet living 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while she hati 
such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick ? Cour 
tesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come in he 
presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat : — But it is cer 
tain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : and 
would I could find in my hcai*t that I had not a hard heart 
ior, truly, I love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women ; they would elw 
have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I than! 
God, and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that 
I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, thaa a 
swear he loves me. 



[1] Chargt does not mean, as Dr. Jobnaon explains it, burden. inemOnmet, hi 
** the person eonimitted to your care.** SoitbiiMd in tberelttJonAfa ^ 
(uardiao and ivard. DOUCE - ■ 
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Bene. God keep your ladyship stili in that mind! so 
some gentleman or other shall 'scape a predestinate 
. scratched face. 

Beat, Scratching could not make it worse, an 'twere 
such a face as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast of 
yours. 

Bene. I would my horse bad the speed of your tongue ; 
and so good a continuer : But keep yx)ur way, o'God's 
name ; I have done. • 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick; I know you 
of old. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all : Leonato, — signior 
Claudio, and signior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato 
hath invited you all. I tell him, we shall stay here at the 
least a month ; and he heartily prays, some occasion may 
detain us longer : I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but 
prays from his heart. 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be for 
sworn. — ^Let me bid you welcome, my Lord: being re- 
conciled to the prince your brother, I owe you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words, but I 
thank you.* 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go together. 

[Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of 
signior Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man should do, 
for my simple true judgment ? or would you have me 
speak after my custom, as being a professed tyrant to 
their sex ? 

Clau. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment. 

Bene, Why, i'faith, methiuks she is too low for a high 
praise, too brown for a fair praiise, and too little for a 
^reat praise : only this commendation I can afford her ; 
that were she other than she is, she were unhandsome ; 
and being no other but as she is, I do not like her. 

r21 The poet has judiciously marked the gloominesg of Don John's characfer, b/ 
ttiakuis him aTQxw to the common forms of cirility. Sir J. HAWKIlf 8. 
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Claud. Thou thinkest, I am in sport ; I pray thee, 1 
me truly how thou likest her ? 

Bene, Would you buy her, that you inquire after he 

Gaud, Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 3 
this with a sad brow ? or do you play the floating Jac 
to tell us Cupid is a good bare-finder, and Vulcan a n 
carpenter V Come, in what key shall a man take jeu, 
go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is Uie sweetest lady that I r 
looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I lee 
such matter : there's her cousin, an she were not p 
sessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, at 1 
first of May doth the last of December. But I hope^ ] 
have no intent to turn husband ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself^ thoagji I 1 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this, t'iaith ? Hath not the wc 
one man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion t^ Si 
I never see a bachelor of three-score again? Go 
i'faith ; an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoI 
wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. Lo 
Don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. What secret- hath held you here, that ] 
followed not to Leonato's ? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me to t 

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, count Claudio : I can be secret a 
dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on my al 
giancc, — mark you this, on my allegiance : — ^He is 
love. With who ? — now that is your grace's part 
Mark, how short his answer is : — ^With Hero, Leonal 
short daughter. 

[3} Do you mean to tell us tbat love is not blind, and that llrt will Mt 
sume what is combustible ? for both these propo^ioiis are inpliodi la ■■ 
Cupid a good hart^findtrt and Vulcan (Um cod of fire) a good egrpnta r. 

snvfi 

I ezplaio the pasnge thus ; Do jf&m «ef^ and meet la telliMg mikidOmldt' 
U Mtnit i* a i^od han-Jbtditt which ttfulnt a ftiicf Qfe-Hf At ; «M ttfllF^ 
m hlacktmiiht U a rare carpenier f TOELET. 



After such attenqiti at decent illuatntiao* I am a&ifcl that- b* vte: ^ 

know why Cupid is a good Aare^liuler, must discover it by the inilileiiM off ■ 
auibbUiwallQsioni of the same sort, about Aa<r and Aeor, U BIeKiitlD% «H Ji 
^«!?tActQf Ao«eoandJ««rf. COLLINS. ^ 

[«]Ttetli,iiih|}ecthialMBdtot]wdiiqdst«riailMqr. JOStrSOK. . 
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Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : it is not so, nor 
'twas not so ; but, indeed, God forbid it should be so. 

Gaud. If my passion change not shortly, God forbid i( 
should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is ve- 
ry well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I 
spoke mine. 

aaud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be loved, nor 
know how she should be worthy, is the opinion that fire 
cannot melt out of me ; I will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most humble 
thanks ; but that I will have a recheat winded in my 
forehead,' or hang my bugle in an invisible baldrick, all 
women shall pardon me : Because I will not do them the 
wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the right to trust 
none ; and the fine is, (for the which I may go the finer,) 
I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love. 

Betie. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my 
lord ; not with love : prove, that ever I lose more blood 
with love, than I will get again with drinking, pick out 
mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and hang me up 
at the door of a brothel-house, for the sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, 
thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a Cat,^ and shoot 

[51 J recheale is a particular lesson upon the horn, to call dogs back ftiom the 
scent : from the old French word reut, which was used In the same sense as rt* 
tniie. HANMER. . , , .......... 

re] As to (Ae cat and bottle^ I can procure no better information than the follov- 
iBE : In some counties in England, a cat was formerly doaed up with a quantity of 
loot in a wooden bottle, (such as that la which ahepDenb ciny their liquorO «■! 
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at me ; and he that hits me, let him he clapped on t 
shoulder, and called Adam.^ 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 
In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but if ever the sensil 
Benedick bear it, i)luck off the bull's horns, and set thi 
in my forehead : and let me be vilely painted ; and in 5C 
great letters as they write. Here is y;ood horse to hire^ 
ihem signify under my sign, — Here you inay see Bened 
the married man. 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst 
horn-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not spent all his quii 
in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too ♦' '^n. 

D. Pedro, Well, you will tempori. with the hon 
In the mean time, good signior Benei:i.:k, repair to I 
onato^s ; commend me to him, and tell him, I will i 
fail him at supper ; for, iudeed, he hath made g^ 
preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such 
embassage ; and so I commit you — 

Claud. To the tuition of God: From my house, (i 
had it,)— 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving fnend,Bi 
cdick.® 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not: The body of y( 
discourse is sometime guarded with fragments, anal 
guards are but slightly basted on neither :^ ere you fl 
old ends any further, examine your conscience ; and 
I leave you. [E 

Claud. My liege, your highness now^ may do me go 

was suspended on a line. He who beat out the bottom as he ran under It, tnd 
nimble enough to escape ita contents, was rcicarded as the hero of this inhiUH 
vprsion. STEEVENS. 

[7J Adam Bel, Clym of the Cloughe, and Wyllyam of Cloudeale, wei«', WKp 
?ercy. three noted outlaws, whose skill in archery rendered them fo r merly I 
mous in the North of England, as Robin Hood and his fellows were In the hU 
counties. Their place of residence was in the forest of Englewood, not te I 




dadlestai 
orPA/ii«« 

lamo. 1560 : '' And thus commytyng your Ladiship with all yours to tbe McM 
the moste merciful God, 1 ende. From Staple Inne at London, the elcMf 
twenty of March." REED. ^v 

[9] Guar4t were omanieDted lace or borders. ST£E YENS. 
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D, Pedro, My love is thine to teach ; teach it but how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Gaud, Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D, Pedro, No child but Hero, she's his only heir : 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud, O my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye, 
That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am retum'd, and that war-thought 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soil and delicate desires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

Z). Pedro, Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 
And I will break with her, and with her father, 
And thou shalt have her : Was't not to this end. 
That thou began 'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud, How sweetly do you minister to love, 
Thai know love's grief by his complexion I 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
1 would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro, What need the bridge much broader than 
the flood ? 
The fiirest grant is the necessity : 
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once, thou lov'st ;* 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we shall have revelling to-night ; 
I will assume thy part in some disguise, 
And tell fair Hero 1 am Claudio ; 
And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart. 
And take her hearing prisoner with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, afler, to her father will I break ; 
And) the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 
lb practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt, 



fl] Once has here, I believe, the Ibree 6t—9inffor all. So, la Cwiatnm: 
Oitte, if be do require our voiceB, we ought not to deoy him." MALONB. ^ 

J 
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SCENE II. 

A Roam in Leonato's House, Enter Leonato and 

Leon. How now, brother ? Where is my con 
SOD ? Hath he proyided this music ? 

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, broth 
tell you strange news that you yet dreamed not 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant. As the event stamps them; but thej 
good cover, they show well outward. The p 
count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached al 
orchard, were thus much overheard by a man 
The prince discovered to Claudio, that he loved 
your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it thi 
a dance ; and, if he found her accordant, he mea 
the present time by the top, and instantly break 
of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told yon 1 

Ant. A good sharp fellow : I will send for 
question him yourself. 

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, 
pear itself: — ^but I wiy acquaint my daughter w 
she may be the better prepared for an answer, 
venture this be true. Go you, and tell her of it 
persons cross the stage."] Cousins,* you know what 
to do. — O, I cry you mercy, friend ; you go 
and I will use your skill : — Good cousins, have i 
busy time. 

SCENE III. 
Another room in Leonato^s house. Enter Don 

CONRADE. 

Conr. What the gcodjere, my lord ! why arc 
out of measure sad ? 

D» John. There is no measure in the occ 
breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Conr. You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what 
bringeth it ? 

Conr. If not a present remedy, yet a patient a 

[9] CousUu nere aociently enrolled amoog the dependants, if not 1 
of great fiunilies, such as that of Leonato.—Petrucbio, ivbile laieiA 
tkm of Katharine, calb out la terms imperative, for his cousin Fa 
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D, John. I wonder, that thou being (as thon say'st 
thou art) bom under Saturn, goest about to apply a mor- 
al medicine to a mortifying mischief. I cannot hide 
what I am :* I must be sad when I have cause, and smile 
at no man's jests ; eat when I have stomach, and wait for 
no man's leisure ; sleep when I am drowsy, and tend to no 
man's business ; laugh when I am merry, and claw no man 
in his humour/ 

Conr. Yea, but you must not make the full show of 
thiS) tUl you may do it without controlment. You have 
of late stood out against your brother, and he hath ta'en 
yoQ newly into his grace ; where it is impossible you 
should take true root, but by the fair weather that you 
make yourself : it is needful that you frame the season for 
your own harvest. 

D* John, I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a 
rose in his grace ;' and it better fits my blood to be dis- 
daln'd of all, than to fashion a carriage to rob love from 
any : in this, though I cannot be said to be a flattering 
honest man, it must not be denied that I am a plain- 
dealing villain. > I am trusted with a muzzle, and en- 
franchised with a clog; therefore I have decreed not 
to sing in my cage : If I had my mouth, I would bite ; if I 
had my liberty, I would do my liking : in the mean time, 
let me be that I am, and seek not to alter me. 

Conr. Can you make no use of your discontent? 

D, John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. Who 
comes here ? what news, Borachio ? 

Enter Borachio. 

Bora, I came yonder from a great supper ; the prince, 
your brother, is royally entertained by Leonato ; and I 
can give you intelligence of an intended marriage. 

D. John, Will it serve for any model to build mischief 
'pn? What is he for a fool, that be troths himself to un- 
quietness ? 

[3] Thishoneof ourauthor^s oatural touches. An eDvious and unsocial mindt 
too proud to give pleasure, and too sullen to receive it, alivays endeavours to hide 
its malignity from the ivorld and from itself, under the plainness of simple honesty, 
or the dignity of haughty independence. JOHNSON. 

[4] To claw is to flatter. So, the poptU clarv-backt^ in Bishop Jewel, are 
the Dope's Jlatterert. The sense is the same in the proverb. Mulus mulwn seabU. 
'^ JOHNSON. 

[5] A canker is the caiiker-rose, dog-rote, eynosbatus, or hip. The sense if, 
I would rather live in obscurity the wild life of nature, than owe dignity or 
titiimlioB to my brother. He still contioaei his wiB?i off sl9omy independence. 

JOBNBON. 
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Bora, Marry, it is to your brother's right hand. 

D. John. Who ? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Bora. Even he. 

Z>. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who ? whic 
way looks he. 

Bora^ Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir ( 
Leonato. 

D. John. A very forward March-chick ! How came jtt 
to this ? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I wi 
smoking a musty room,^ comes me the prince id 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad conference : I whipt in 
behind the arras ; and there heard it agreed upon, thi 
the prince should woo Hero for himself, and having ob 
tained her, give her to count Claudio. 

D. John. Come, come, let us thither; this maypron 
food to my displeasure ; tliat young start-up hath idl th 
glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross him any way^ ' 
bless myself every way : You are both sure, and will asns 
me? 

Conr. To the death, my lord. 

D. John. Let us to the great supper ; their cheer i 
the greater, that I am subdued : 'Would the cook were 
of my mind ! — Shall we prove what's to be done ? 

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship. [ExeuiU< 



ACT II. 

SCI'^NE I. — A Hall in Leonato's House. Enter hiRoyxTO. 
Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and others. 

Leonato. 
Was not count John here at supper ? 
Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks I I never cu 
soe him, but I am heart-burned an hour after.^ 

[6] The neglect of clearilines-? among our ancestors, rendered such precautiM 
f no often Beoosj:ary. In the Ilarleiuii Collection of MSS. Ko. 6850, fol. 90, h 
the British Musenm, h a paprr of directions drawn up hy Sir John Puckeiioir 
Stewanl, relative to SuUolk Place before (^iiecn Elizabeth's visit to it in 19M 
The 15th article is—** The tiretiinvaje of the house in all places by aoy dmidl* 
Again, in lliirioa's JnntOTrtJf of Mrlaacholff, " — the sraoak oT juniper iMlnplM 
request with us at Oxford, to s'vcetrn our chambers." See al^ King Htwn /r. ? 
1 T. act 5, 8c. 4. STKEVRNS 

[7] The paiu conamonly called the htart-bumy proceeds from an acid buBMmrll 
i)i« sfoinacb, and ii tbsreCore properly enouch iaputed to tati looks. 

JOBN80N 
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Hero, He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made just 
in the mid-way between him and Benedick : the one is too 
like an image, and says nothing ; and the other, too like 
my lady's eldest son, evermore tatthng. 

Leon, Then half signior Benedick's tongue in count 
John's mouth, and half count John's melancholy in signior 
Benedick's fiice, — 

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and mo- 
ney enough in his purse, such a man would win any woman 
in the woiid,^if he could get her good will. 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a 
husband, it thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant, In faith, she is too curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen God's 
sending that way : for it is said, God sends a curst cow 
ikort homsj but to a cow too curst, he sends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you no horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send roe no husband ; ior the which 
blessing, I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening : Lord ! I could not endure a husband with a beard 
OD his &ce ; I had rather lie in the woollen. 
' Leon. You may light upon a husband, that hath no 
beard. 

Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him in my ap- 
parel, and make him my waiting gentlewoman ? He that 
hath a beard, is more than a youth ; and he that hath no 
beard, is less than a man : and he that is more than a 
youtli, is not for me ; and he that is less than a man, I am 
not for him : Therefore I will even take six-pence in 
earnest of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon. Well then, go you into hell ? 

Beat. No ; but to the gate ; and there will the devil 
meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and 
say. Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven ; here^s 
no place for -you mauls: so deliver I up my apes, and 
away to saint Peter for the heavens ; he shows me where 
the bachelors sit, and there live we as merry as the day 
18 long. 

Ant. Well, niece, 1 trust, you will be ruled by your 
fcther. [To Hero. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make 
courtesy, and say. Fathers as it please you ;^^hut yet foT 
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all that, cousin, let Iiim be a handsome fellow, or else i 
another courtesy, and say, Father^ as it please me* 

Leon. Well, niece, 1 hope to sec you one day i 
with a husband. 

Beat, Not till God make men of some other metal 
earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be ovemutft 
with a piece of valiant dust ? to make an account d 
life to a clod of wayward marl ? No, uncle, I'll ni 
Adam's sons are my brethren ; and truly, I hold it a a 
match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you . L 
prince do solicit you in that kind, you know your ana 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if yo 
not woo'd in good time : if the priuce be too import 
tell him, there is measure in every thing, and so d 
out the answer. For hear me, Hero ; Wooing, wed< 
and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a measure, ' and a cin 
pace : the tirst suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, 
lull as fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, 
measure full of state and ancientry ; and then comei 
pentance, and, with his bad legs, falls into the cin 
pace faster and faster, till he sink into his grave. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a churc 
day-light 

Leon. The revellers are entering ; brother, make j 
room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar ; 
John, Borachio, Margaret, Ursula, and ot 
masked. 

I). Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your fri< 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, anc 
nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and, especially, wb 
walk away 

D. Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend. 
Tute should be like the case ! 

D, Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof; within 
house is Jove. 

[81 Important here, and in many other places, is importunate. JOHNS 
1 9] A mtamre in old language, besidt iu ordimirv meanuis, sigyiflcd also a 

HAIiO 
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H€to. Why, then your yisor should be thatcfa'd. 

D. Fed. Speak low, if you speak love. [Takes her aside. 

Bene. Well, I irould you did Uke me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake ; for I baye 
Biany ill qualities. . 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Bene. I love you the better ; the hearers may cry> 
Amen. 

Marg. Qod match me with a good dancer ! 

Balik. Amen. 

Marg. And €bd kee^ him out of my sights when the 
dance is don^ l-^Answer, cleik. 

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is amswered. 

Urs. I kaow you well enough ; you are signior Airtonio 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. I know ypis by the waggling •f your head. 

Au. To tftU you true, 1 counterfeit bim. 

Ur9, You could never do him so ill-well, unless you 
were the very man : Here's his dry hand up and down ; 
you are he, you are he. 

AnL At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come ; do you iMvk I do not know you by 
yofur excellent wit ? Can virtue hide itself? Go to, mum, 
you ate he : graces will appear, and there's an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene, No» you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful,-'^-and that I had my good 
wit out of the Hundred merry Tales ;-— Well, this was 
signior Benedick tha;t said so. 

Bene What's he ? 

Beat, I am sure, you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, befieve roe. 

Beat. Did he never make you laug^ ? 
. Bene. I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat. Why, he is the prince's jester : a very dull fool ; 
only his gift is in devimg knpossible slanders : none but 
libertines delight in him ; and the coramendadon is not 
in his wit, but in his villany ; for he both pleaseth men, 
tad aaogers ^em, and then they laugh at him, and beat 
him : I am sure, he is in the fleet; I would be Vtt4V»Q^x4- 

7 Vol. III. Ti 
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Bene, When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him w 
yon say. 

Beat. Do, do : he'll but break a comparison or twQ 
me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or not laughed 
strikes him into melancholy ;. and then there's apcurtrid 
wing saved, for the fool will eat no supper tiiat m% 
[Music within.] We must follow the leaders. 

Bene, In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave thtm 
the next turning. [Dance, Then exeunt all but Don Joi 

BoRACHio, and Clavs 

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, t 
hath withdrawn her father to break with him about 
The ladies follow her, and but one visor remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his beaiil 

D. John. Are not you signior Benedick ? 

Claud, You know me well ; I am he. 

D, John, Signior, you are very near my brother in , 
love ; he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, Hiagm^^ l 
from her, she is no equal for his birth : you may do t 
part of an honest man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

D. John. I heard him swear his affection* 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would marrj 1 
to-night. 

D. John, Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Boi 

Qaud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio.-— 
'Tis certain so ; — the prince woos for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things, 
\Save in the office and affairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negociate for itself. 
And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch. 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. * 
This is an accident of hourly proof. 
Which I mistrusted not : Farewell therefore. Herd t 

Re-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 



.. H] L •. as wax when opposed to the fire kindled by a witch, no looMr 
^."Swe or the penon it was designed to represent, but flows into a sbapelWi M 
?L??? "^•..?^*° confronted with beauty, dissolvea into our rullM 
Wit tkere lUce a drop of water in the sea. STEE VSNS. 
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laud. Yea, the same. 
ene. Come, will you go with me ? 
ra« J. Whither? 

ene. Even to the next willow, ahont your own busi- 
, count. What fashion will you wear the garland of? 
ut your neck, like an usurer's chain ?* or under your 
, like a lieutenant's scarf? You must wear it one way, 
Jie prince hath got your Hero. 
laud, I wish him joy of her. 

ene. Why, that's spoken like an honest drover ; so 
r sell bullocks. But did you think, the prince would 
3 served you thus ? 
laud, I pray you, leave me. 

ene. Ho! now you strike the blind man; 'twas the 
that stole your meat, and you'll beat the^post. 
laud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. . [Exit, 

ene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep into 
jes. — But, that my lady Beatrice should know me, 
not know me! The prince's fool! — Ha! it may be, 
under that titie, because I am ipefry. — Yea ; but so ; 
1 apt to do myself wrong : I am not so reputed : it is 
base, the bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the 
Id into her person, and so gives me out. Well^ I'll be 
inged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro, Hero, and Leonato. 

'• Pedro, Now, signior, where's the count; Did you 
him? 

ene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of lady 
le. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a 
i*en f I told him, and, I think, I told him true, that 
r grace had got the will of this young lady ; and I 
red him my . company to a willow tree, either to 
e him a garland, as being forsaken, or to bind him up 
d, as being worthy to be whipped. 

CAaiiw of gold, of coosiderable. value, were in our author^s time, usually 
by wealthy citizens, and others, in tiie same manner as tbey now are, oo pub- 
casioDS, by the Aldermen of London. REED. 

A parallel tbougbt occurs in the first chapter of Itaiahj where the prophet, 
ibiog the desolation of Judab, says : ** The daughter of Zion is left as a cot- 
D a vineyard, as a lodge in a garden of cucumbers," ftc. I am informed, that 
Lleppo, these lonely buildings are still made use of, it being necessary, that 
elds where water-melons, cucumbers, &c. are raised, should be regularly 
ed. I learn from Thomas Newton's HtrbaU to the Sibte^ 8vo. 1587, that ** so 
as the cucumbers, kc, be gathered, these lodges are abandoned of the watcli- 
and keepers, and no more frequented." From These fon\i\%A \»MYL^nv^> \\ 
1 Mem, the prophet tskes bis compariaoa. ST££V£SS. 
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D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What's his fault ? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy ; who, be- 
iog overjoyM with finding a bird's nest, shows it his com- 
panion, and he steals it. 

i>. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ? The |a 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Ye|, it had not been amiss, the rod bad been 
made, and the garland too; for the garland he might 
have worn himself; and the rod he might have bestowed 
on you, who, aa I take it, have stol'n his bird's nest 

D. Pedro. 1 will bcit teach them, to sing, and restore 
them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by mj 
faith, you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to yon ; 
the gentleman, that danced with her, told her she is 
much wronged by you. 

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of a block ; 
an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would have an- 
swered her ; my very visor began to assume life, and scold 
with her : She told me, not thiqking I had been myself, 
that I was the prince's jester ; that I was duller than a 
great thaw; huddling jest upon jest, with such impos- 
sible conveyance, upon me, that I stood hke a man at a 
mark, with a whole army shootipg at me r She speaks 
poniards, and every word stabs : if her breath were as 
territ>le as her terminations, th^re were no living near 
her ; she would infect to the north star. I would not 
marry her, though she were endowed with all that Adam 
had leflt him before he transgressed : she woi^ld have 
made Hercules have turned. spit ; yea, and have cleft his ^- 
club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her ; yoajr 
shall find her the infernal At^ in good apparel. I would ~ 
to God, some scholar would conjure het ;* for, certainly, 
while she is here, a man may live as quiet in hell, as in a 
sanctuary ; and people sin upon purpose, because they 
would go thither ; so, indeed, all disquiet, horror, and per- 
turbation follow her. 

Re-enter Claudio, and Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. ^ 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service to 

fij As 5/iakespeare always attributes to Ytlt txoTcittt \.^)a '^nma* oC njsimc qiirittf I 
bfigirea iU» e^njurer^ in thh place, tha poi««t oC \a-y\B|.VMm. ^.^&KSA^. \ 



^ ACT II. ABOUT VOTHIKG. 101 

die world's end ? I will go on the slightest errand now 
to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send me on ; I 
wiU fetch you a toothpicker now from the farthest inch 
of Asia; bring you the length of Prester John's foot ; 
fetch yon a hair off the g^eat Cham's beard ; ' do you any 
embassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three words 
conference with this harpy: You have no employment 
for me? 

D* Pedro, None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene, O God, sir, here's a dish I love not ; I cannot en- 
dare my lady Tongue. [Exit, 

D, Pedro, Come, lady, come ; you have lost the heart 
of signior Benedick. 

Beat, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and I 
g^e him use for it, a double heart for his single one : 
marry, once before, he won it of me with false dice, 
therefore ;jfbur grace may well say, I have lost it. 

D, P^dro, You have put him down, lady, you have 
put him down. 

Beat, So I would not he should do me, my lord, lest I 
. should prove the mother of fools. I have brought count 
^ Clandio, whom you sent me to seek. 
,^ jD. Ped, Why, how now, count ? wherefore are you sad ? 

Claud, Not sad, my lord. 
^ D. Pedro. How then ? Sick ? 

Gaud, Neither, my lord. 

Beat: The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, 
nor well : but civil, count ; civil as an orange, £nd some- 
thing of that jealous complexion. 

D, Pedro, I 'faith, lady, I think your blazon to be true ; 

though, I'll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is false. — 

Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero 

is won ; I have broke with her father, and his good will 

■'obtained : name the day of marriage, and God give thee 

Leon, Count, take of me my daughter, and with her my 
' fortunes : his grace hath made the match, and all grace 
' say Amen to it ! 

Beat, Speak, count, 'tis your cue. 

Claud, Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I were 
but little happy, if I could say how much. — ^Lady, as you 

[•] 1. e. I will undertake the most difficult task, rather than have any conyena- 
. tiOD wKh lady Beatrice. Alluding to the difficulty of access to eitiwr of tlWM 
pooarcta, but more particularly to the former. STEEVENS. 

t 
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are miae, I am yoara : 1 give away in3r8elf for ; 
dote upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop h: 
with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry he 

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it 1 
the windy side of care : — My cousin tells him in 
that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance ! — Thus goes ct 
to the world hut 1, and I am sun-burned ; i mai 
corner, and cry, heigh ho 1 for a husband. 

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's 
hath your grace ne'er a brother like you ? Yoi 
got oxcellcnt husbands, if a maid could come by tl 

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have ano 
working-days ; 3^our grace is too costly to wear ev< 
But, I beseech your grace, pardon me ; I was 
speak all mirth, and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, an 
merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, y 
born in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry'd ; 
there was a star danced, and under that was I 
Cousins, God give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grac 
don. [Eocit Bi 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lad; 

Leon. There's little of the melancholy element 
my lord : she is never sad, but when she sleeps ; 
ever sad then ; for I have heard my daughter 
hath oflen dreamed of unhappiness, ^ and wakec 
with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a ] 

Leon. O, by no means ; she mocks all her wo^ 
o£ suit. 

[5] There's little qf the melaocholy element in A«r,] " Does not our 
«)f the/otu* elements ?" says Sir Toby, in Twelfth- Night. So, also In 
^•' ** He is pure air and fire, and the dvil elements at earth and water o 
in him." MALONE. 

[6] UnhappiAtsi^—^ wild, wontOD, unlucky trick. WARBURT 
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D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they would talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
church ? 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord : Time goes on crutches, 
till love have all his rites. 

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence 
a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too, to have all 
things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a 
breathing ; but, 1 warrant thee, Claudio, the time shall 
not go dully by us ; I will, in the interim, undertake one 
of Hercules' labours ; which is, to bring signior Benedick, 
and the lady Beatrice, into a mountain of affection, the one 
with the other. 1 would fain have it a match ; and I doubt 
not but to fashion it, if you three will but minister such 
assistance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten 
nights' watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 
. D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 
-. Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to help my 
cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopeAillest hus- 
band that I know : thus far can I praise him ; he is of a 
noble strain,^ of approved valour, and confirmed hon- 
esty. I will teach you how to humour your cousin, that 
she shall fall in love with Benedick : — and I, with your 
two helps, will so practice on Benedick, that, in despite 
of his quick wit and his queasy stomach, he shall fall 
in love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is no 
longer an archer ; his glory shall be ours, for we are 
the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you 
my drift. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Another Room in Leonato's House. Enter Don John and 

BORACHIO. 

D. John. It is so ; the count Claudio shall marry the 
daughter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it. 

[7J i. c. descent, liaeage. REED. 
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D. /oAfi. Any bar, any cross, any impediment will be 
medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to him ; and 
whatsoever comes athwart his affection, ranges evenly 
with mine. How canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora, Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly that no 
dishonesty shall appear in me. 

D, John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I think, I told your lordship, a year since, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting-genUe- 
woman to Hero. 

D, John, I remember. 

Bora. 1 call, at any unseasonable instant of the nigbt, 
appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber- window. 

D, John. What hfe is in that, to be the death of this 



inarnage 



Bora, The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go 
you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell him, 
ihat he hath wronged his honour in marrying the renown- 
ed Claudio (whose estimation do you mightily ho]d up) to 
a contaminated stale, such a one as Hero. 

D, John. What proof sliall 1 make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex Clau- 
iio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you for any 
other issue ? 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour any 
thing. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don Pe- 
dro, and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, that yoa 
know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal ' botb 
to the prince and Claudio, as — in love of your brother's 
honour who hath made this match ; and his friend's repu- 
tation, who is thus like to be cozened with the semblance 
of a maid, — that you have discovered thus. They will 
scarcely believe this without trial ; offer them instances; 
which shall bear no less likelihood, than to see me at her 
chamber-window ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear 
Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them to see this^ 
the very night before the intended wedding : for, in the 
mean time, I will so fashion the matter, that Hero shall 
be absent ; and there shall appear such seeming trathf, 
of Hero's disloyalt3% that jealousy shall be calPd as^rance, 
and all the preparation overthrown. 

(•] Mendt i. e. pretend. So, in King Richard IHi 

«* Intending deep susplcioo.*' STEEVENS. 
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D» John, Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I will 
it it in practice : Be cunning in the working tMs, and 
ly fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be jou constant in the accusation, and my cun- 
ng shall not shame me. 

D. John, I will presently go learn their day of mar- 
age. [Exeuni. 

SCENE III. 

Leonato's Garden. Enter Benedick and a Boy, 
Bene. Boy, — 
Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring it 
ther to me in the orchard.^ 
Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that ; — ^but I would have thee hence, and 
ire again. [Exit Boy.] — I do much wonder, that one 
am, seeing how much another man is a ibol when he 
tdicates his behaTiours to love, will, afler he hath laughed 
such shallow follies in others, become the argument of 
B own scorn, by falling in love : And such a man is 
laadio. I have known, when there was no music with 
m but the drum and life ; and now had he rather hear 
e tabor and the pipe : I have known, when he would 
Lve walked ten mile afoot, to see a good armour ; and 
)W will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a 
w doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the 
irpose, like an honest man, and a soldier ; and now is 
i lum'd orthographer ; his words are a very £intasti- 
1 banquet, just so many strange dishes. May I be so 
nverted, and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; I 
ink not : I will not be sworn, but love may transform 
» to an oyster ; but I'll take my oath on it, till he have 
ide an oyster of me, he shall never make me such a 
>]. One woman is fkiv ; yet I am well : another is 
jse ; yet I am well : another virtuous ; yet I am well : 
it tiU all graces be in one woman, one woman shall not 
me in my grace » Rich she shall be, that's certain ; 
869 or I'll none ; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her ; 
Fy or I'Jl never look on her ; mild, or come not near 
i; noble, or not I for an angel; of good discourse-, an. 
:cellent musician, and her hair shall be of what colour 



[9] Outfeai wen ucienUy called wek*rdt, 8TSEVENS. 

Vol.. Ill E ^ 
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it please God.* Ha ! the prince and monsieur Loye ! I 
will hide me in the arbour. [WUhdranu 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio. 

jD. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud, Yea, my good lord : — how still the eYening is, 
As hush*d on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Pedro, See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 

Claud, O, very well, my lord : the music ended. 
We'll fit the kid-fox with a penny-worth.' 

Enter Balthazar, with music. 

D, Pedro, Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that song again. 

Balth, O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music more than once. 

D, Pedro, It is the witness still of excellency, 
To put a strange face on his own perfection :— 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will siog ; 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he woos ; 
Yet will he swear, he loves. 

D, Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come : 
Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes, 
There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

D, Pedro, Why, these are very crotchets that he speaki , 
Note, notes, forsooth, and noting! [Jlfwic. 

Bene. Now, divine air! now is his soul ravished! — ^li 
it not strange, that sheep's guts should hale souls out of 
men's bodies ? — Well, a horn for my money, when all's 
done. 

[1] Ferbaps Benedick alludes to a fashion, very common in the time of Shike* 
•peare, that of dying ike hair. {JTEE VENS. 

The practice of dying the hair was one of those fashions so frequent before aid 
in Queen Elizabeth's time, as to be thought irortby of particular aniuadTHriM 
from the pulpit In the Homily against excess of apparel, B. L 1547, after IMB- 
tionii^ the common excuses of some nice and vain women for paintinc tteir fteMt 
dying Vuir nair^ &c. the preacher breaks out into the following inveeOve : ** Win 
can paynte her face, and curie her heere, and chaungt it imto an vmefiowll etiMH^ 
but therein doth worke reprofe to her Maker who made herl as thougbe abe oooUi 
aaake heraelfe more comelye than God hath appoynted the measure of bar beMttli 
Wh«t do thme women but go about to refourme that which God bath Bade t llA 
knowyng that all thyngea naturall is the worke of God : and thjrncrn iHipilMn iwl 
unnatural be the workes of the devyll," &c. KEED. 

[2] A kid^fox seems to be no more than a yovngfot or cvb. Ib JU fMHIf Hi 
we have the expression of-^* two ciof-a/ei." RITSON. 
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Balthazar sings, 

1. 
Balth. Sigh no morcy ladies ^ sigh no more^ 
- Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore ; 
To one thing constant neroer : 
Then sigh not sOy 
But let them go. 
And he you Uith and bonny ; 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny* 

2. 
Sins no more dittieSy sing no mo^ 

Of dumps so dull (md heavy,; 
The fraud of m>en was ever so^ 
Since summer first was leavy*. 
Then sigh not so^ 4*c. 

^ D, Pedro. By my troth, a, good song. 

Balth. And an in singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou singest well enough 
for a sliift. 

Bene, yiside.l An he had heen a dog, that should have 
howled thus, they would have hanged .him: and, I pray 
God, his had voice hode no mischief! I had as lief have 
heard the night-raven, come what plagi^e could have 
come after it. 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry j {To Claudio.] — Dost thou 
hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some excellent mu- 
sic ; for to-morrow night we would have it at the lady 
Hero's chamher- window. 

Balth. The hest I can, my lord. 

D, Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exe. Baltb. and music.} 
*— Come hither, Leonato : What was it you told me of to- 
day, that your niece Beatrice was m love with signior 
Benedick? 

Gaud. O, ay: — Stalk on, stalk on;' the fowl sit«. 
[Aside to Pedro.] I did never think that lady would have 
loved any man. . 

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful, that 

[3] This is an alluBioD to the ttalkiia'horse ; a horse either real or factitiou, hf 

vhiclL the fiDVlcr anciently sheltered Juxmelf from the sight of the guM. 

8TEfiVB2r& 
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she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom she hith 
in all outward behaviours seem'd ever to abhor. 

Bene, Is't possible ? Sits the wind in that corner ? 

IMde, 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think 
of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged affectioii»-» 
it is past the infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God ! counterfeit ! There never was coun- 
terfeit of passoin came so near the life of passion, as she 
discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. [Mie, 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit yon,— - 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Qaud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze me : I 
would have thought her spirit had been invincible against 
all assaults of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; especially 
against Benedick. 

Bene [Aside.] I should think this a g^ll, but that the 
white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery cannot, sure, 
liide himself in such reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up. {Mde, 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to Ben- 
ed'ok? 

Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that's her torment 

CZaud. 'Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : ShaU 
/, says she, that have so oft encountered him rgnth weom, 
write to him that I love him ? 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning to 
write to him : for she'll be up twenty times a night; and 
there will she sit in her smock, till she have writ a iheet 
of paper : — ^my daughter tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I remember a 
pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O, — ^when she had writ it, and was reaidiag it 
over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between the 
sheet ?— 

Cb/ud. That 

LMon, O, she tore the letter into a thousand hal^MDCe ; 
railed at herseU; that she should be so immodest to. vrite 
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to one that she knew would flout her : / measure kim^ 
says she, by my (mm spirit ; for I should flout Am, if he 
writ to me ; yea^ though I love him, I should. 

Gaud, Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, 
sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses ;— O 
sweet Benedick I God give me patience ! 

Leon, She doth, indeed ; my daughter says so : and the 
ecstacy hath so much overbome her, that my daughter is 
sometime afraid she will do a desperate outrage to her- 
self; It is yery true. 

D. Pedro. It were g^od, that Benedick knew of it by 
some other, if she will not discover it. 

CZaud. To what end ? He would but make a sport of it^ 
and torment the poor lady worse. 

D, Pedro, An be should, it were an alms to hang him : 
She's an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all suspicion, 
she is virtuous. 

Gaud, And she is exceeding wise. 
- D, Pedro, In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon, O my lord, wisdom and blood combating in so 
tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood hath 
the victory. ^ I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, 
being her uncle and her guardian. 

D, Pedro, I would, she had bestowed this dotage on 
me' ; I would have dafiTd all other respects, ' and made her 
half myself: 1 pray you, tell Benedick of it, and hear 
what he will say. 

Leon, Were it good, think you ? 

CZaifd. Hero thinks surely, she will die : for she says, 
Abe will die if he love her not ; and she will die ere she 
make her love known ; and she will die if he woo her, ra- 
ther than she will bate one breath of her accustomed 
crossness. 

D. Pedro, She doth well : if she should make tender 
of her love, 'tis very possible he'll scorn it ; for the man^ 
as you know all, hath a contemptible spirit. ^ 

Gmid, He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happiness. 

Gaud. 'Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks that are 

like wit. ^_«_— — — — — — ^• 

(41 Blood it here, as iD many other pl»ce8, ined by our •utiior totht noMfff 
■iBriM, or raUwr temaerameul oTioin. ^^-^^"r: < 

m i. •. m twq^ ineUned to aeon and coBtei^ It ktt UW 




1 10 HUGH AI>» ACT U. 

Leon, And I take him to be valiant. 

D, Pedro, As Hector, I assure you : and in the matt- 
aging of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for either he 
avoids them with great discretion, or undertakes them 
with a most christian-like fear. 

Leon, If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep 
peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to enter into a 
quarrel with fear and tremblmg. 

D, Pedro, And so will he do ; for the man doth fear 
God, howsoever it seems not in him, by some large jests 
he will make. Well, I am sorry for your niece : Shall 
we go see Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 

Claud, Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it out 
with good counsel. 

Leon, Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her heart 
out first. 

D. Pedro, Well, we'll hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter ; let it cool the while. I love Renedick well ; ai^ I 
could wish he would modestly examine himself^ to see 
how much he is unworthy so good a lady. 

Leon, My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready* 

Gaud, If he do not dote on her upon this, I will never 
trust my expectation. [AddM, 

D, Pedro, Let there be the same net spread fer her ; 
and that must your daughter and her gentlewoman carry. 
The sport will be, when they hold one an opinion of an- 
other's dotage, and no such matter ; that's the scene that 
I would see, which will be merely a dumb show. Let us 
•end her to call him in to dinner. \Aside, 

[Exe, D. Ped. Claud, and Leo5. 

Benedick advances from the arbour. 
Bene, This can be no trick : The conference was sadly 
borne. — They have the truth of this from Hero. They 
seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her affections have their 
full bent. Love me ! why, it must be requited. I hear, 
how I am censured : they say, I will bear myself proudly, 
if I perceive the love come from her ; they say too, that 
she will rather die than give any sign of affection. — I did 
mever think to marry : — I must not seem proud :•— happj 
are they that hear their detractions, and can pat them tO' 
mending. They say, the lady is fair ; — 'tis a tmth, I 
«an bear them witness : and virtuous ; — 'tis so, I cannot 
reprove it ; and wise, but for loving me : — By mj troth, 
it 11 ao addiiiw to her wit ; — nor no great argument of 
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her folly, for I will be horribly in love with her. — I may 
chance have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken 
on me, because 1 have railed so long against marriage : 
But doth not the appetite alter ? A man loves the meat 
in his youth, that he cannot endure in his s^e : Shall 
quips, and sentences, and these paper bullets of the brain, 
awe a man from the career <^ his humour? No : The 
world must be peopled. When I said, I would die a 
bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were married. 
—Here comes Beatrice : By this day, she's a fair lady : 
I do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 

Bene, Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. 1 took no more pains for those thanks, than you 
take pains to thank me ; if it had been pamful, I would 
not have come. 

Bene, You take pleasure in the message ? 

Beat. Yea ; just so much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw withal':— You have no 
stomach, signior ; fare you well. [Exit. 

Bene, Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bid you come to 
dinner — there's a double meaning in that. / took no m^re 
pains for those thanks^ than you took pains to thank me— 
that's as much as to say, Any pains that I take for you 
is as easy as thanks :— If I do not take pity of her, I am 
a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a Jew : 'I will go get 
her picture. [Exit, 



ACT III. 

^ SCENE I.— Leonato's Garden. JSn^cr Hero, Maboaret, 
i and Ursula. 

tiero, 
GOOD Margaret, run thee into the parlour.; 
There thou shalt find my cousin Beatrice, 
[ Proposing with the prince and Claudio :' 
r Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
f Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 

[7] Profoting ii coiiTertto|, ftom tli* FrettchwoKl/rvw, ^^^"g^^^^*^^^ 
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Is all of her ; say, that thou overheardst us ; 

And bid her steal into the pleached bower. 

Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the aun, 

Forbid the sun to enter ;— like favourites, 

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride ^ 

Againt that power that bred it : — there will she hide her, 

To listen our propose :® This is thy office, 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Mar. I'll make her come, 1 warrant you, presently. [Br. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come. 
As we do trace this alley up and down. 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit. 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin ; 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
r*lose by the ground, to hear our conference- 
TV*. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish r 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : ^ 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
fs couched in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of tlie dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her car lose nothins 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[They advajire to the b<y»ir 
Xo, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock.^ 

Uvs. But are you sure, 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 

{81 See the preceding note. STEEVENR. 

[»j Turborville, in hli book of Falconry 1579, tells ua, that " the kMgam4 M 
come from foreign parts a stranger and a passenger ;" and Iiatbam, who wrala M 
bim, says, that. *' she keeps in subjection the most part of all the Howl tbit §ft% 
somuch that, the tassel gentle, her natural and chiereat companion, dartl oal •!■ 
iiear that coast where she usetb, nor sit by the place where sbe staadetb. BhI 
the greatness of her spirit, ike niU not odnii of mu ititlu, until nicb l tlai M 
turt worktth,** lie. STESYENS. ▼ "* -* 
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Hero, They did entreat me to acquaint her of it : 
But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs, Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserre as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero. O god of love I I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 
And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth : i never yet saw man 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured, 
But she would spell him backward :' if fair fec'd, 
She 'd swiear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick, 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate* very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 
If silent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs, Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 

Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all fashions^ 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak. 

She'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 

■III II ■ I I I ■■■■■■ ——————»< 

p] Alluding to the practice of witches ia uttering prayers. fiTEE VENS. 

n] Our author has himself, in anotber place, compared a very tittle mmn to an 

^ife. •* Thou whorson mandralce, (says Falstaff' to his page,) thou art fitter to be 

nn in my cap, than to wait at my heels. I never was so man^d with an agate till 

, warn." Aero means no more than this : " If a man be low, Beatrice will say, that 

li k as (Umitutive and unhappily formed as an ill-cut agate.** 
t Ik appean from the passage Just quoted, that ag«tet were comaoaly worn ib 
llbkMpeare*! time. MALONfi. ^ 

8 Vol. III. Jj 



(■■"- 



114 MUCH ADO ACT lit. 

Oat of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks ; 
AVhich is as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs, Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 

Hero, No ; rather 1 will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, Til devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. I 

Urs, O, do not do your cousin such a wrong, \^ 

She caimot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swill and excellent a wit. 
As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse 
•So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 

Hero, He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument' and valour, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs, His excellence did earn it, ere he had iti— 
When are you married, madam ? 

Hero, Why, every day ; — to-morrow: Come,- go in; 
ril show thee sonie attires ; and have thy counsel^ 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow- 

Urs, She's lim'd, I warrant you ; we have caught her 
madam. 

Hero, If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. ; j 

[Exeunt Hero and UfiSULi 
Beatrice advancing. 

Beat, What fire is in mine eare ?* Can this be true ? 
Stand I condemned for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory hves behind the back of such. . §^ 

And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ;' \^ 

[3] This word seems here to signify AUcourtet or the pomrrs of iMMriK 

JOBSBOH J 

[4] Alluding to a proverbial saying of the commoD people, tint their ■mbv^ # 

wfien others are talluDg of them. JOHNSON. I 

. i^J This image is tel^en from falconry. She bad been eteifed nltt belli | 
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If tbou dost Ioye» my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band : - 
For others say, thOu dost deserve ; and 1 
Believe it better than reportingly. lExit 

SCENE II. 
A Room tnLEONATo's House, Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, 

Benedick, an(fLE0NAT0. 

D, Pedro, 1 do but stay till your marriage be consum- 
mate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud, I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll vouch* 
safe me. 

D. Pedro, Nay, that- would be as great a soil in the new 
gloss of your marriage, as to show a child his new coat, 
and forbid him io wear it I will only be bold with 
Benedick for his company ; for, from the crown of his 
head to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth ; he hath 
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-string, and the little 
hangman^ dare not shoot at him: -he hath a heart as 
sound as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper ; for what 
his heart thinks, his tongue speaks. 

Bene, Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon, So say I ; naethinks, you are sadder. * — 

Claud, 1 hope, he be in Id ve. ' ^ 

D, Pedro, Hang him, truant ; there's no true drop of 
blood in hinh, to be truly touch'd with' love : if he be sad, 
he wants money. 

Bene. I haVe the tooth-ach. 

D, Pedro^ Draw it. 

Bene, Hang it I : ' - 

Claud, You must hang it first, and draw it afterwards. 

jD. Pedro, What ? sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leon, Where is but a humour, or a worm ? 

Bene, Well, every one can master a grief, but he that 
has it. 

ddud. Yet say I,' he is in love. 

D. Pedro, There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises-; 

as wild as haggards <if the rock ; she therefbre says, that mild as her heart is, sbe 
mm tame it to the hand. JOHNSON. ^ ',^, o .. «^ 

[«] This character of Cupid came from the Arcadia of Sir Philip Sidney : 
" Millions of yeares this old drivell Cupid lives; 
" While still more wretch, more wicked he doth prove : 

** Till now at length that Jove him office gives, 
** (At Juno's suite, who much did Argus love,) 
** In this our world a hangman for to be -k«--v». 

• •' Of all those fooles tliat will bave all they aee.'^ ¥ KuMfiA. 
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as to be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman to-moiTQ 
or in the shape of two countries at once, as a German ft 
the waist downward, all slops f and a Spaniard from 
hip upward, no doublet : Unless he have a &ncy* to \ 
foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy. 
3'ou would have it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, then 
no believing old signs : He brushes his hat o' momin] 
What should that bode ? 

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's ? 

Gaud, No, but the barber's man hath been seen w 
him ; and the old ornament of hi^i cheek hath alrei 
stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon, Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by the 1 
of a beard. 

£>. Pedro, Nay, he rubs himself with civet : Can i 
smell him out by that ? % 

Qaud. That's as much as to say, The sweet youth's 
love. 

D, Pedro, The greatest note of it is his melancholy 

Claud, And when was he woni to wash his face ? 

D, Pedro, Yea, or to paint himself? for the which 
lip.ar what they say of him. 

Claud, Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which has D 
crept into a lute string^ and now governed by stops. 

D. Pedro, Indeed, that tells a heavy tade for hi; 
Conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud, Nay, but I know who loves him. 

D, Pedro, That would I know too ; I warrant, one t 
knows him not. 

Claud, Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in despite 
all, dies for him. 

[7] So, in Greene's Farenell to Follt/^ 16)7 : " Wc are almost as fiuifastieii 
TIngiisb gentleman that is painted with a pair of sheers in his hand, as not belli 
solved after what fashion to have his coat cut." Again, in The Seven deadlgSi 
of London, by Tlioma? Decker, 1606 : " P\)r an Englishman's sute is like atni 
uodie that hath been handed, <lrawne, and quartered, and is set up in sjvenll pb 
his codpiece is in Denmarke ; the roliorof his dublet and the belly, in France : 
wing and narrow sleeve, in Italy: the short waste hangs ouer a Dutcb bold 
fllall in Utricb ; his huge sioppes speaks Spanish : Polouia gives him the bei 
&c.— and thus we mock euerie nation, for keeping one fashion, yetstealepit 
from euerie one of them, to peece out our pride ; and are now lau^bliis-^toel 
them, because their cut so scurvily becomes us." STEE VENS. 

Slops are large loose breechet^ or trowsers, worn only by sailors at preaeot. 

[6] Here is a play upon the wordy0»cy, which Shakespeare uses for loM ti 
as for AicMovr, cajprice, or o^fcfaf ton. JOHNSON. 

[91 Love-Bongs jn our author's time were generally sung to the music of the 1 
8o,fnjriiif£renny/r. P. 1: 

'* " melancholy as ao old lioD, or a lover's lute.'' MALOJSE 
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D, Pedro, She shall be buried with her fiice upwards. 

Bene, Tet is this no charm for the tooth-aco.— Old 
ftignlor, walk aside with me ; I have studied eight or nine 
wise words to speak to you, which these hobby-horses 
must not hear. [Exe. Bene, and Leon. 

D, Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Bea- 
trice. 

C3aud. 'Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have by this 
played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two bears 
will not bite one another, when they meet. 

Enter Don John. 

D, John, My lord and brother, God save you. 

D, Pedro, Good den, brother. 

D, John, If your leisure served, I would speak with you. 

D, Pedro. In private ? 

D, John. If it please you ; — ^}'et count Claudio may 
hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns him. 

D.Pedro. What's the matter ? 

D. John. Means your lordship to be married to-mor- 
row ? [To Claudio. 

D, Pedro. You know, he does. 

D. John. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, dis- 
cover it. 

D. John. You may think, I love you not ; let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me by that I will now mani- 
fest : For my brother, I think, he holds you well ; and in 
deamess of heart hath help to effect your ensuing mar- 
riage : surely, suit ill spent, and labour ill bestowed ! 

D. Pedro. Whv, what's the matter ? 

D, John. I came hither to tell you ; and, circumstances 
shortened, (for she hath been too long a talking of,) the 
lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who ? Hero ? 

D, John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 

Gaud. Disloyal ? 

D, John. The word is too good to paint out her wick- 
edness ; I could say, she were worse ; think you of a 
worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not till fur- 
ther warrant : go but with me to-night, you shall see her 
chamber-window entered; even the night before her 
wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow wed her ; 
but it would better fit your honour to change year ound 
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Gaud. May this be so ? 

I). Pedro. I will not think it. 

D. John. If you dare not trust that you see, confess not 
that you know : if you will follow me, I wiH show yoi 
enough ; and when you have seen more, and heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should not 
many her to-morrow ; in the cong^gation, where I 
should wed, there will I shame her. 

jD. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will 
join with thee to disgrace her. 

jD. John. I will disparage her no farther, till you are 
my witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the 
issue show itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting I 

D. John. O plague right well prevented ! 
So will you say, when you have seen the sequel. [Exe, 

SCENE 111. 

A Street. Enter Dogberry and Verges, zsith the Watch. 

Dogh. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer 
?jalvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for thezn^ 
if they should have any allegiance in them, being chosen . 
for the prince's watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog- 
berry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desartless man to 
be constable. 

1 Watch, Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; for . 
they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : God faath|, 
blessed you with a good name : to be a well-favoured mi^ 
is the gift of fortune ; but to write and read comes by 
nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable, — 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your answer... 
Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God thanks, and 
make no boast of it ; and for your writing and reading, kt 
that appear when there is no need of such vanity. Yon are 
thought here to be the most senseless and iit man for the ' 
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instable of the watch ; therefore bear yon the lantern : 
his 18 your charge ; Yon shall comprehend all vagrrom 
en ; yoa are to bid any man stand, in the prince's name. 
2 fVatdt. How if he will not stand ? 
Dogb, Why then, take no note of him, but let him go ; 
id presently call the rest of the watch together, and 
tank God you are rid of a knave. 
Ferg, If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none 
"the prince's subjects. 

Dogb, True, and they are to meddle with none but the 
rmce's subjects : — Yon shall also make no noise in the 
reets ; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is most 
derable and not to be endured. 

2 fVatch, We will rather sleep than talk ; we know 
'hat belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet 
'atcfaman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should offend : 
ttly, have a care that your bills be not stolen :' — Well, 
on are to call at the ale-houses, and bid those that are 
rank get them to bed. 
2 Watch. How if they will not ? 
Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are sober ; if 
ley make you not then the better answer, you may say, 
ley are not the men you took them for. 
2 Watch. Well, sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by 
irtne of your office, to be no true man : and, for such 
ind of men, the less you meddle or make with them, 
^hy, the more is for your honesty. 
2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not 
ly hands on him ? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office you may ; but, I think, 
bey that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peaceable 
riy for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let him show him- 
df what he is, and steal out of your company. 
Verg. You have always been called a merciful man^ 
ttrtner. 

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will , 
Bnch more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you must 
«U to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

(11 A bill b still carried by the watchmen at Lichfield. It was the old wcepoa oT 
•itush infaDtry, which, lays Teinple,_faM tht moUshasUv and dcploraUt i»*ima«. 
t^ be called McurFf/o/cato JOHNSON. '' 
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2 Watch, How, if the nurse be asleep, and 

hear us ?* 

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let 
wake her with crying : for the ewe that will not 
lamb when it baes, will never answer a calf when 

Ferg. 'Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, • 
are to present the prince's own person : if you 
prince in the night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, by'rlady, that, 1 think, he cannot. 

Dogb. Five shillings to one on't, with any 
knows the statutes, he may stay him : marry, im 
the prince be willing : for, indeed, the watch on 
fend no man ; and it is an offence to stay a raa 
his will. 

Ferg. By'rlady, I think, it be so. 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha! Well, masters, good i 
there be any matter of weight chances, caU up i 
your fellows' counsels and your own, and gooc 
Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charg 
go sit here upon the church-bench tiU two, am 
to bed. 

Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours 
you, watch about signior Leonato's door ; for 
ding being there to-morrow, there is a gres 
night : Adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you. 

[Exeunt Dogb. c 

Enter Borachio and Conrade. 
Bora. What! Conrade, — 
Watch. Peace, stir not. 
Bora* Conrade, I say ! 
Conr. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 
Bora. Masfl, and my elbow itched ; 1 thoug 
would a scab follow. 

[2j It is not imnossible but that part of this scene was intended as t 
The StattUti of the Streets, 1595. Among tliese I find the following : 
fball blowe any home in the night, within this citie.or whistle aftei 
nyne of tbe clock in the night, under paine of imprisonment.'*—** 23. 
vseto go with visoures, or dis^iaed by nigbt, under like paine of imp 
** 24. Made that night walkers, and evisdroppers, like punishmeni 
faaauner-aiaiit as a smiths pewterer, a founder, and all artificers makia 
■hall not worke after the houre of nyne at night, &c.''— *' 20.K0 nu 
toe boure of njne at night, keepe any rule, whereby any such suddi 
nadajn the still of the night, as making any affray, er beating his wy 
orslaginK, or revyUng in his house, to the disturbance ef his neb 
'|»a7.a«orlUi.i}Ud.^ ke^lie. STJCfiVBSS. 
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Cbfir* I will owe thee an answer for that ; and now foi 
ward with thy tale. 

'. Bora. Stand thee close then under this pent-house 
for.it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard, ut 
"ter all to thee. 

Watch, [Aside.] Some treason, masters ; yet stand close. 

Bora, Therefore know, I have earned of Don John a 
thousand ducats. 

Conr. Is it possible that any villany should be so dear ? 

Bora, Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were possible anv 
villany should be so rich ; for when rich villains have need 
of poor ones, poor ones may make what price they will# 

tkmr, I wonder at it. 

Bora, That shows, thou art unconfirmed :^ Thon 
knowesty that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or ^ 
cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Conr, Yes, it is apparel. 

Bor(t, I mean, the fashion. 

Conr, Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora, Tush ! I may as well say, the fooFs the fool. 
But see'st thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is 'I 
■ Watch, I know that Deformed; he has been a vile 
thief this seven year; he goes up and down like a gen- 
tleman : I remember his name. 
^ Bora, Didst thou not hear some body ? 

Conr, No; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bora, Seest thou not, I $ay, what a deformed thief this 
fiushion is ? how giddily he turns about all the hot blood;?., 
between fourteen and five and thirty? sometime, fash- 
ioning them like Pharaoh's soldiers in the rcechy paint- 
ine ;' sometimes, like god Bel's priests in the old church 
window;* sometime, like the shaven Hercules' in the 

£91 L e. unpractised in the ways of the world. WARBURTO?!. 

flj IL^Mby painting ; is paiutino; discoloured by smoke. Frum Recao, Anglo - 
8^0, to reek^fmnart. STLEVE.NH. 

[SI Alluding to some awkward reprcseotatioo of the story of Btl and the Dragon, 
n ralBted in the Apocrvpha. STEE YENS. 

p] By the shaven tiercules la meant Samson^ the usual subjects of old la 
Itatiy. lo this ridicule of the fashion, the poet has not uuartfullv given a stroke 
■t tbe barbarous workmanship of the common tapestry hangings, then so much in 
— The same kind of raillery Cervan::e8 has employed 00 the like occasion. 



Irken he brings his knight and 'squire to an inn, where they found the story of Uido 
~SiieaB reoresented in bad tapestry. On Sancho's seeing the tears fall from the 



represented in bad tapestry. On Sancho's seeing 

tjea of the fonaken queen as big as walnuts, he hopes that when their achievemenls 
bBComc the general eubtiect for these sorts of works, that fortnne will send them t 
tetter artist— What authcwised the poet to give this name to Samson was the foily 
of certain Chriatlaa Byttoolosiitts, who pretended that tht Grecian Hercules wa« 

Vol. 111. F 
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smirched wonn-«aten tapestry, where his cod-piece 
seems as massy as his club ? 

Conr. All this I see ; and see, that the feshion went 
out more apparel than the man : But art not thou tt^ 
self giddy with the fashion too, that thou hast shifted ost 
of thy tale into telling me of the fashion ? 

Bora. Not so neither : but know, that I have to-uglit 
wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; she leans me out at her mistress' cham- 
ber-window, bids me a thousand times goodHoight,— I 
tell this tale vilely :— I should first tell ttiee, how the t 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted, and placed, 
and possessed by my master Don John, saw afior off IB 
the orchard this amiable encounter. 
, Cbitr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio ; but 
the devil my master knew she was Margaret ; and partly 
by his oaths, which first possessed them, partW Ij 
the dark night, which did deceive them, but chiefly l^ 
my villany, which did confirm any slander that Jka 
John had made, away went Claudio enraged ; swore he 
would meet her as he was appointed, next morning at 
the temple, and there, before the whole congregptioti, 
shame her with what he saw over-night, and se^d her 
home again without a husband. 

1 Watch. We charge you in the prince's name, stapd. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable : V^fi 
have here recovered the most dangerous piece of lech- 
ery that ever was known in the commonwealth. 

1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them ; I know 
him, he wears a lock. 

Conr. Masters, masters, — 

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I wu^ 
rant you. 
— ■ — I 

the Jewish Samson. The retenue of our author is to be commeiided i TtaB nbcr 
audieoce of that time would have been offended with the meotion of t rouHite 
name on so li|;ht an occasion. Shakespeare is indeed sometimes ikentioiuupV 
mttters : But to do him justice, he generailj seems to have a sen* of rtlklBptfi 
to be under its influence. What I'adro says of Benediclc in thia comedf, Bif It 
well enough «4)plied to him : Th9 man doth fear God, however U nuat moi toilii 
him hgtowu large jests lunin make. WARBURTON. 

I believe that Shakespeare knew nothing of these ChrifUtD nnrthirtosMli lodlf 
the shaven Hercules taeani on\y Hercules nhen shaved t» mtUteitm nStl&etWf 
aMn, while he remained in the service of Omphale, his Lydicn wit*«iMT^ Bid III 
tAaveii Hercules been meant to represent Samson, he would probakly tavt ~ 
«quippedwithaiiuir-6««e instead of a. c/wfc. STEBVENS. 
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Conr, Masters, — 

1 Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let us obey 
yoa to go with us. 

Bora, We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being 
taken up of these men's bills.^ 

donr. A commodity iu question, I warrant you.* — 
Comei we'n obey you. [ExetuU* 

SCENE IV. 

Jl Roam in Leonato's House, Enter Hero, Margaret, 

and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and 
desire her to rise. 

Vts. I will, lady. 

Hero^ And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. [Exit Ursula. 

Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato were better.^ 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, V\\ wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it's not so good ; and I warrant, 
your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another ; I'll 
wear none but this. 

- Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
were a thought browner : and your gown's a most rare 
fiahioUy i'faitb. I saw the duchess of Milan's gown, that 
they praise so. 

Hero. .0, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in respect 
of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced with silver ; 
set with pearls, down sleeves, side-sleeves,^ and skirts 

[4] Here is a cluster of conceits. Commodity ivas formerly as now, the usual 
ttnn for an article of merchandise. To take «p^ besides its common meaning, {to 
tipfrthtnd,) was the phrase for obtaining goods on credit. " If a man is thorough 
witb tbem m honest takitig vp^ (says Falstaff,) then they must stand upon security." 
MUl was the term both for a single bond, and a halberd. M ALONE. 
.^ rsi J. e. a commodity subject to jurHcial trial or examination. STEEVEX9. 

fSj Rabato— An ornament for the neck, a collar-band or kind of niff. Fr. Ra- 
Im. Menage saith it comes from rabattret to put back, because it was at first no- 
tUJDC but the collar of the shirt or shift turn*d baci^owards the shoulders. 

T. HAWKINS. 

[71 Side or $yde in the North of England, and in Scotland, is used for long when 
tppli6d to the garment, and the word has the same signification in the Anglo-Sason 
ud Danish. Vide Glossary to Gawine Douglas's Virgil. STEK VENS. 

ffldr-aleeves were certainly fong-sleeves, as appears from Stowc's Chronicle^ p 
937, tempore Hen. IV. ** This time was used exceeding pride in garments. 
lowAea with deepe and broad sleeves commonly called poke sleeves, the set- 
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round, nnderbonie with a blueish tinsel ; bnt for a fln 
quaint, graceful, and excellent fiishion, yours is wor 
ten on't. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my lieait 
exceeding heavy ! 

Marg. 'Twill be heavier soon, by the weight of a ma 

Htro» Fye upon thee ! art not ashamed ? 

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honouraUj 
Is not marriage honourable in a beg^gar ? is not your lo 
honourable without marriage ? I thmk, you would ha* 
me say, saving your reverence, — a hwhand : an if b 
thinking do not wrest true speaking, I'll offend no bod; 
Is there any harm in — the heavier far a hvuha/nd ? Nsn 
I think, an it be the right husband, and the right wifi 
otherwise 'tis light, and not heavy : Ask my lady Beatri 
else, here she comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good-morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good-morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now ! do you speak in the sick tmi 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into — lAght oHove ; that g^es withoM 
burden ; do you sing it, and I'll dance it. 

Beat. Yea, lAght oUove^ with your heels !— then 
your husband have stables enough, you'll see he sh 
lack no barns.* 

Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn that ffi 
my heels. 

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time y 
were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill : hey b 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all» H. 

Marg. Well, an you be not turned Turk, there's 
more sailing by the star.^ 

Beat. What means the fool, trow V 

Tguits ware them as well as their masters, which might well have ben oi 
the receptacles of tho devil, f^ what they stole they hid in their sleeret, whi 
of some hung downe to the Teete ; and at least to the knees* full of cflli 
jaKea." REKD. 

[8] A quibble between &am^ repositories of eorn, and bairns, thtoldnwd 
children. JOHNSON. 

[9] Hamlet uaea the same expression, and talks of haJMune^t tmndng ft 
To (urn Turk was a common phrai^e for a change of opinion. STEEVfiNST 

[IJ To from is to imagine, to conceive. 80, in Romeo and JidUt Xh$ Vt 
Bays : •' 'Twaa 00 need, I trom, to bid me trudge." STEEYBNS. 
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g.. Nothing I ; bat God send every .one their 
desire ! 

K These gloves the count sent me, thej are an 
;nt perfume. 

. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell, 
g. A maid, and stuffed ! there's goodly catching of 

. O, God help me ! God help me ! how long have 

ofess'd apprehension ? 

g. Ever since you left it: doth not my wit he" 

ik^ rarely ? • 

'. It is not seen enough, you should wear it in your 

By my troth, I am sick. 

r. Get you some of this distilled Carduus Bene- 

' and lay it to your heart ; it is the only thing for a 

K There thou prick'st her with a thistle. 

'. Benedictus ! why Benedictus ? you have some 

in this Benedictus. 

g. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral 

ig ; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think, 

nee, that I think you are in love : nay, by'rlady, I 

t such a fool to think what I list ; nor I list not to 

?hat I can ; nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I would 

ny heart out of thinking, that you are in love, or 

ou will be in love, or that you can be in love : yet 

[ck was such another, and now is he become a man : 

>re he would never marry ; and yet now, in despite 

leart, he eats his meat without grudging : and how 

lay be converted, I know not ; but methinks, you 

ith your eyes as other women do. 

'. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ? 

g. Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. 
Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the count, signior 
ick, Don John, and all the gallants of the town, are 
to' fetch you to church. 

9. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good 

[Exeunt. 

lardvus Berudictui^ or blessed thistle, (says Cogan, in bis Haven qfBtiUth^ 
worthily named for the singular virtues that it hath." — " This nerbe may 
be called Bentdictus^ or ^nnimorbia, i. e. a salve for every sore, not 
physitians of old time, but lately revealed by CUe special providsnc* of 
(Kd." 6TEBVBNS. 
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SCENE V. 

Another Room in Leonato's Hotue. Enter Lconato, wi& 

Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon, What would you with me, honest neighbour t 

Dogb. Marry, sir, 1 would haVe some confidence witk 
you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see, 'tis a busy time 
with me. 

Dogb. Marry, this it is, sir. 

Vcrg. Yes, iu truth it is, sir. |iiej 

Leon. What is it, my good friends ? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the mat- 
ter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt, as, God 
help, I would desire they were ; but, in faith, honest, ai 
the skin between his brows. 

Ferg. Yos, 1 thank God, I am as honest as any man 
living, thai is an old man, and no honester than I.* 

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous : palabras^* neighbour 
Verges?. 
, Leon. Noi^libours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pl(>ases your worship to say so, but we are the 
poor duke's oHiccrs ; but, truly, for mine own part, if I 
were as tedious as a king, I could tind in my heart to be- 
f«tow it all of your worship. 

Lt'071, All thy tediousness on me ! ha! 

Dogb. Yea, an 'twere a thousand times more than 'tis: 
for I heard as (jood exclamation on your worship, as of any - 
man in the city ; and though I be but a poor man, I am 
glad to hear it. 

PWg. And so am I. 

Leon. I would lain know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting your 
worship's presence, have ta'en a couple oi as arrant 
knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he will be' talking ; as 



[3] This is a sly iusiij'iatioo, that length of years, and the being muehi ^ 
in the nays of men, as Sljakespearc expresses It, take off the gloss of vlitiMi mA 
brine much defilemcDt oo the manners. For, as a great wit [Swift] flays, Yti^U 
the season ofvirtve : corruptions grow wUh years^ and I bdieve the Mast TSfWii 
Eagjand U the greatest. WARBURTON. 

Much of this is true ; but I believe Shakespeare did Dot intend to hwfanr lU ttk 
reflecUoD on the speaker. JOHNSON. 

[41 So, in The Taming of the Shrew, the Tinker says, poeas paXMrmt, L «. flnr 
words. A scrap of Spinish, which mieht once have been curreofc •ami ^ 
▼ulgar. STEEVEAS. ^^ | 
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they say, When the age is in, the wit is out : God help 
us ! it is a world to see ! — ^Well said, i'faith, neighbour 
Verges : — ^well, God's a good man ; an two men ride of a 
horsey one must ride behind : * An honest soul, i'&ith, sir ; 
by my troth he is, as ever broke bread : but, God is to be 
worshipped : All men are not alike ; alas good neighbour! 

Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. ^ 

Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. 

Lean. I must leave you. 

Dogb, One word, sir : our watch, sir, have^ indeed* 
comprehended two aspicious persons, and we would have 
them this morning examined before your worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring it me ; 
I am now in great* haste, as it may appear unto you. 

Dogb. It shall be sufiigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your daughter 
to hfr husband. 

Leon. 1 will wait upon them ; I am ready. 

[Exe. Leon, and Messenger. 

Dogb, Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis Sea- 
coal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the g^ol ; we 
are now to examination these men. 

F'erg. Aiid we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you ; here's 
that [tcuchtng his forehead] shall drive some of them to a 
non com : only get the learned writer to set down pur ex- 
coilimunication, and meet me at the gaol. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.-^The Inside of a Church. Enter Don Pedro, 
Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, Benedick, Hero, 
and Beatrice, ^c. 

Leonato. 
CoBiE, friar Francis, be brief; only to the plain form 

of marriage, and you shall recount their particular duties 

afterwards. 

[61 This is not out of placp or without meaning. Dogberry, in his vanity of supe- 
rior parts, apologizing for his neighbour, observes, ttat qftrvo men on a hoTse% eni mtui 
ride behind. Tbejlrtt place of rank or-uiiderst«iding can belong butto 0ac, tad 
■ ttat bappy one ougnt not to despise his inrerior. JOHNSON. 
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Friar, Yoa come hither, my lord, to marry tiiii li^? 

Gaud. No. 

Leon, To be married to her, friar ; yoa come to mar- 
ry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to thii 
count ? 

Hero, I do. 

Friar, If cither of you know any inward impediment' 
why you should not be conjoined, I charge you, on your 
souls, to utter it. 

Claud, Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero, None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count ? 

Leo7i, I dare make his answer, none.' 

Claud, O, what nien dare do ! what men may do ! what 
inen daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene, How now ! Interjections ? Why, then some be 
of laughing, as, ha ! ha ! he !" • 

Claud, Stand thee by, friar : — Father, by your leare; 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
(.Jive me this maid, your daughter? 

Leon, As freely, son, as God did f^ive her me. 

Claud, And what have I to give you back, whose worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

D, Pedro, Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankfulness.— 
There, Leonato, take her back agnin ; 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend; 
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour : — * 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here : 
O, what authority and -bow of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
(^omes not that blood, as modest evidence. 
To witness simple virt'ie ? Would you not swear,. 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 
By tl\esc exterior shows ? But she is none : 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : ^ 



[6] This is borrowed from our Marriage Ceremony, which (with a flew diglit 
cliADgeis in phraseology) i> the same as was used in the time of Shakespeare. 

DOUCCi 

[7] This is a quotation from the Jecidenee JOHNSON 

[a] i. e. lattiviont. Luxury is (be confMBor's term for unlawful pleaiom ofthl 
sei; JOHNSON. 
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lah is guiltiness, not modesty. 
. What do you mean, my lord ? 
i. Not to be married, 
it my sou) to an approved wanton. 
. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof 
anquish'd the resistance of her youth, 
de defeat of her virginity, — 
. I know what you would say; If I have known her, 
say, she did embrace me as a husband, 
extenuate the 'forehand sin : 
onato, 

' tempted her with word too large ; 
a brother to his sister, show'd 
. sincerity, and comely love. 
. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you^f 
i. Out on thy seeming ! I will write against it : 
em to me as Dian in her orb ; 
ite as is the bud ere it be blown ; ' 
d are more intemperate in your blood 
^enus, or those pamper'd animals 
ige in savage sensuaUty. 
. Is my lord well, that he doth speak 80 wide ? 
. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 
*€dro. What should I speak ? 
dishonoured, that have gone about 
c my dear friend to a common stale. 
. Are these things spoken ? or do I but dream ? 
ohn. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are true. 
. This looks not like a nuptial. 
K True, O God ! 
d. Leonato, stand I here ? 
the prince ? Is this the prince's brother ? 
face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own ? 
\. All this is so ; £ut what of this, my lord ? 
d. Let me but move one question to your daughter ; 
y that fatherly and kindly power * 
'Oil have in her, bid her answer truly. 
I. 1 charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
?. O God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 
kind of .catechizing call you this ? 
id. To make you answer truly to your name. 
?. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 

kaitt asUtlu bud^] Before tbe air baa tasted its siraetaea. J0HK9 
: mnnral power. Kind iM nature. , JOHNSON 

9 Vol, III. 
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With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 
Hero itself can hlot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window, hetwixt twelve and one ? 
Vow, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero, I talkM with no man at that hour, my lord* 

D. Pedro. Why, then you are no maiden. — ^Leonat^i 
1 am sorry you must hear ; Upon mine honour^ 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night. 
Talk with a ruflian at her chamber-window ; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain,* 
Confess'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

D. John, Fye, fye I they are 
N^ot to be nam'd, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgovemment. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart! 
But, fare thee welt, most foul, most fair ! farewell, 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 
For thee Til lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never shall it more be gracious. 

Leon, Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 

[Hero swoo 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin ? wherefore sink y 
down ? 

D. John. Come, let us go : these things, come thus to lig 
Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don JonN, and Claud: 

Bene. How doth the lady ? 

Beat. Dead, I think ; — help, uncle ; — 
Hero I why, Hero ! — Uncle ! — Signior Benedick ! — frii 

Leon. O fate, take not away thv h^avy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wish'd for. 

(8] lAbtral here, u in muiy places of these pltys, mtimfroak beyond konuh 
cTeceiigp. ^Vee^loiifne. JOHJS'SON. ' 
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Beat. How now, cousin Hero ? 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar. Yea ; Wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ?^ — 
Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I think thou wouldst not quickly die. 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames^ 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ? 
O, one too much by thee ! Why had! one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I not, with charitable hand. 
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates ; 
Who smirched thus, and mired with in^my, 
1 might have said, JVo part of it is mine^ 
Ikia shame derives ii self from unknown loins ? 
But mine, and mine 1 lov'd, and mine I prais'd. 
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much. 
That I myself, was to myself not mine, 
Valuing of her ; wliy, she — O, she is fallen 
Into,a pit of ink! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too fe^v' to wash her clean again ; 
And salt too little, which may season give 
To her foul tainted flesh ! 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient : 
For my part, 1 am so attirM in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 

Beat. 'O, on my soul, my cousin is belied I 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 

Beat. No, trul^^ not ; although, until last night, 
1 have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirmed, coniinn'd ! O, that is stronger made, 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron 1 
Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ? 
Who lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ; let her die. 

Friar. Hear me a little ; 
For I have only been silent so long, 
And given way unto this course of fortune, 

(sj That ]:<, tKt tt»r$ ahich lur blushes diseovtr to be tnta, JOHNSON. 
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By noting of the lady : 1 have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 
To bum the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth : — Csdi me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book ; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be : 
Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath lefti 
fs, that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it : 
Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 
Friar, Lady, what man is he you are accused of?* 
Hero, They know, that do accuse mc ; I know none : 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy ! — O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me conversed , 

At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature. 
Refuse me, hate mc, torture me to death. 
Friar, There is some strange misprision in the princes 
Bene, Two of them have the very bent of honour^* 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, . 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 

[4] The Friar had just before boasted his great skill in fishing out the tratk. 
And, iodeeJ, he appears by this question to be no fool. He was by» til the while 
at the accusation, and heard no names mentioned. Why then should he aA hv 
trhat man she was accused of ? But in this lay the subtilty of his ezaminetion. For, 
had Hero been guilty, it was probable that in that hurry and confusion ot 9Mb. 
into which the terrible insult of her lover had thrown her, she would never taive 
observed that the man's name was not mentioned ; ^od so, on this queatioBi htfe 
hetrayed herself by naming the person she was conscious of an affair with. Tie 
Friar observed this, and so concluded, that, were she guilty, she would probdlf 
lidl into the trap he had laid for her.— I only take notice of this to show how adiv' 
nbly well Shakespeare knew how to sustain bis characters. WARBURTON. 

lolBent is used by our author for the utmost degree of any passioii, or mnlll 
QiaUty. In this play before. Benedick sasrs of Beatrice, her qfe^UmkmiUt/W 
waf. The expression is drawn from archery ; the bow has its ftmt whOB it B 
drawoasfhrasitcanbe. JOHNSON 
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spirits toil in frame of villanies. 
\^l know not; If the j speak but truth of her, 
'hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honoUTy 
•oud^st of them shall well hear of it. 
lajih not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
e so eat up my invention, 
rtune made such havoc of my means, 
Y bad life refl me so much of friends, 
ij shall find, awakM in such a kind, 
;rength of limb, and policy of mind, 

in means, and choice of friends, 

t me of them throughly. 

r. Pause awhile, 

: my counsel sway you in this case. 

aughter here the princes left for dead ; 

r awhile be secretly kept in, 

blish it, that she is dead indeed : 

n a mourning ostentation ; 

your family's old monument 
lournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
ppertain unto a burial. 

. What shall become of this ? What will this do 7 . 
r. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
! slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
t for that, dream I on this strange course, 
this travail look for greater birth, 
ing, as it must be so maintained, 
he instant that she was accused, 
e lamented, pitied and excused, 
ry hearer : Foi^t so falls out, 
^hat we have we prize not to the worth, 

we enjoy it ; but being lackM and lost, 
hen we rack the value ;* then we find 
rtue, that possession would not show us 

it was ours : — So will it fare with Claudio : 
he shall hear she died upon his words, 
ea of her life shall sweetly creep 
i study of imagination ; 
ery lovely organ of her life 
3me apparell'd in more precious habit 
Qoving-delicate, and full of life, 
3 eye and prospect of his soul, 
rhen she iiv'd indeed : — then sihtxW ^iC m^^^xii^-) 
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(If ever love bad interest in his liver,)^ 

And wish he had not so accused her ; 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 

Will fashion the event in better shape 

Than I can lay it down in hkelihood. ^ 

But if all aim but this be Icvcll'd false, 

The supposition of the lady's death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 

(As best befits her wounded reputation,) 

)n some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Lconato, let the friar advise you : 
And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Js very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Vet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that 1 tlow in grief, 
'I'hc smallest twine may lead me.' 

Friar. 'Tis well consented ; presently away ; 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure.— 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding-day, 

Tcrliap:?, is but prolonged; have patience, and endare. 

[Ejce. Friar J Hero, and Leoxato. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 

Beat. Voa, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. 1 will not desire that. 

5 

• 

\Ct'] The liver, in conformi'y to aririPiit supposition, is fi«i|ucutly mentkniad Ijr 
Miakc spcarr a-- thcscit of lo\c. Thus Pistol reprebeuU FaJstaff as lovinc Mn. 
i-unl— •• vith liver biirninsr 'i<.l." STKKVKXS. 

f<J Tliii is (■iic of our author's ub5orvatio!i.'« i:pon life. Men overpowered whh 
«li'tii='fs. cas'crly li-ten to the fir.-t ofTors of rtlief, clo«:e with everv scbemei aod 
M llfvf- pTciv jTon-ife. lie thai h-is. no lonsfiT any confideDce in nimaeir, iagW 
!•• i(.i'u^e !..« tiu-if. iu any other that will iiiulcrtake to guide bim. 

JOHNSON. 

^li] Tlf* pfr*. in iry opiui.in, iias shown a jrreat deal of address in this seear. 
Bfa'.ii- e h»it tT-.'^a-t-a Iut Im't-r » > ri-vi n^e the injury done her cousin Hero: and 
witlio-t liii? very natural infi/li!;.. conaiderinj the character of Beatrice, andtliat 
<hp«'toryor l.er \ i^sion for Br-.jrdirk 1733 all a fd.le, she could never Inve httu 




Iiere, tbey must liave sooo found out the trick, and then the design of briafinf tbev 
together had b(:tMi defeated ; and she would never have owned a passion she lud 
lier-n only trii-kcd into, hud not her desire of rrvpnjrin? her cousin's KroDK made her 
cro;; her taj<riciouj» ci;Q»uur at once. WAUDURTON, 
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BeeU, You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene, Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is wrong'd. 

Beeit, Ah, how much might the man deserve of me 
lat would right her ! 

Bene, Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene, May a man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene, I do love nothing in the world so well as you } 
I not that strange ? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not : It were as 
ossible for me to say, I loved nothing so well as you : 
ut believe me not ; and yet 1 lie not ; I confess nothing, 
or I deny nothing : — I am sorry for my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat, Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene, I will swear by it, that you Jove me ; and I will 
lake him eat it, that says, I love not you. 
• Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene, With no sauce that can be devised to it : I pro* 
58t, I love thee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive me ! 

Bene. What ofTcnce, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat, You have staid me in a happy hour ; I was about 
} protest, I loved you. 

Bene, And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, that none 
I left to protest. 

Bene, Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat, Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat, You kill me to deny it : Farewell, 

Bene, Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am here ; — There is no love 
I you : — Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

iene, Beatrice, — 

Beat, In faith, I will go. 

Bene,^ We'll be friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than fight 
f\ih mine enemy. 

Betie. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villaiw^ l\\5kl 
atb BlaDderedy scorned, dishonoured nty ViYi^Y;Q\»asv\ — 
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O, that I were a man ! — What ! bear her in band anti] 
they come to take hands ; ^ and then with public accuu- 
tion, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour, — O Grod, 
that 1 were a man * I would eat his heart in the market* 
place. 

Bene, Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk i^ith a man out at a window ? — a proper 
saying ! 

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice ; — 

Beat Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is slandered, 
ffhe is undone. 

Bene, Beat — 

Beat Princes, and counties ! Surely, a princely testi- 
mony, a goodly count-comfect ; * a sweet gallant, surely! 
O that I were a man for his sake ! or that! had any fiiend 
would be a man for my sake ! But manhood is melted 
into courtesies, valour into compliment, and men are onlj 
turned into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now as valiant ! 
as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and swears it : — ^I can- . 
not be a man with wishing, therefore I will die a wdman 
with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swearing 
bv it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Clandio hath 
wronged Hero ? 

Beat, Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, 1 am engaged, I will challenge him; 1 
will kiss your hand, and so leave you : By this hand, \ 
(Maudio shall render me a dear account : As you hear of ., 
inc, so think of mc. Go, comfort your cousin: I onttl ' 
"^ay, she is dead ; and so, farewell. [Exewit. 

SCENE 11. 

Jl Prison, Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton^ in goanUi 
and the Watck, 7vttk Conradk and Borachio* 

Dogb, Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 
Ferg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton I 
a^exton. Which be the malefactors ? 
Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 



«•■ 



[91 J. e. delQdtd her by fair promises. STEEVENS. 

i 10 <• e. 1 9pecK)ttB loblcmaa made out of sujar. STEEVEKB!. 
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g. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition to 
ne.* 

ton. But which are the offenders that are to be exa- 
? let them come before master constable. 
rh. Yea» marry, let them come before me.— What is 
lame, friend ? 
•a. Borachio. 

rb. Pray write down, Borachio. — Yours, sirrah ? 
r. ,1 am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 
rb. Write down, master gentleman Conrade .-^Mas- 
lo you serve God ?. 
•a. Conr. Yea, sir, we hope. 
rb. Write down, that they hope they serve God : — 
lite God first ; for God defend but God should g^ 
I such villains ! — ^Masters, it is proved already, that 
re little better than false knaves ; and it will go near 
thought so shortly. How answer you for yourselves ? 
ir. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 
irb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; but I 
p about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah ; a word 
ir ear, sir ; I say to you, it is thought you are fidse 
s. 

•a. Sir, I say t6 you, we are none. 
rb. Well, stand aside. — 'Fore God, they are both in 
: Have you writ down, that they are none ? 
ton. Master constable, you go not the way to examine ; 
lust call forth the watch that are their accusers. 
rb* Yea, marry, that's the eftest' way : — Let the 
. come forth.— Masters, I charge you in the prince's 
, accuse these men. 

VcUch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the prince's 
3r, was a villain. 

^b. Write down, prince John a villain : — ^Why this is 
srjury, to call a prince's brother, villain, 
•a. Master constable, — 

jp&. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like thylook^ 
nise thee. 

ton. What heard you him say else ? 
Vatch. Marry, that he had received a thousand 
s of Don John, for accusing the lady Hero wrongfully. 

luDder for esamination to exhibii. See p. 49 : ** Take Uielr examination 
% tod bring H me.*' STEEVENS- 

tfUyt i. e. the readiest, most commodious way. Shakespeare, I supoote, 
1 Dogberry to corrupt this word m well ai many othen. 6T££V£]^8. , ^ 

Vol. hi 
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Dogh. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 
Sexton. What else, fellow ? 

1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, upon hit 
words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, and 
not marry her. 

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into everlaBt- 
ing redemption for this. 
Sexton. What else ? 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this morning secretly stolen away ; Hero 
was in this manner accused, in this very manner re- 
fused, and upon the grief of this, suddenly died.— Master 
constable, let these men be bound, and brought to Leon- 
ato's ; I will go before, and show him their examinai- 
tion.* [Exit. 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Ferg. Let them be in band.^ 

Coiir. Off, coxcomb I 

Dogb. God's my life ! where 's the sexton ? let him 
write down, the prince's officer, coxcomb. — Come, bind 
them: — Thou naughty. varlet! 

Co?ir. Away ! you arc an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost tiiou not suspect my place ? Dost tfaoo 
not suspect my years ? — O that he were here to write me 
down, an ass ! — but, masters, remember, that I am an 
ass ; though it be not written down, yet forget not that 
I am an ass : — No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as 
shall be proved upon thee by good witness. I am a wise 
fellow ; and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is 
more, a householder ; and, which is more, as pretty a piece 
of flesh as any in Messina ; and one that knows the law^ 
go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to ; and a fellow that 
hath had losses ; and one that hath two gowns, and every 
thing handsome about him : — Bring him away. O, that 
I had been writ down, an ass ! [Exeunt' 

[4] ThissexloD tras an ecclesiastic of one of the inrerior onjen canedtliBif- 
crittan^ and not a brother officer. I suppose the book from whence tbe poetlod( 
iiis subject was some old English novel, translated from the Ittliu, where the word 
tagrUtano was rendered texton. WARBURTON. 

■Dr. Warburton*s assertion, as to the dignity of a ttxton or Mcritfra, mjbe far 
ported by the following pas!»ge in Stanyburst^s Version of the fourth bod of tM 
Eneid, where he calls tlte ATassyliait priestess, 
" —in so!l Massyla bei^otteo, 

,.. ^^ " 5e*/«i of Hesperidea sinagog." STEEVEKR. 

[o] Shakespeare Gommonly uses taMi for frojitf. TTRWHITT. 
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ACT V. 

ipENE I. — Before Leonato's House. Enter LcoNATO 

and Antonio. 

Antonio. 
IF you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
id 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
l^atnst yourself. 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 
hich ^Is into mine ears as profitless 

water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 
]ir let no comforter delight mine ear, 
it such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine* 
ing me a father, that so lov'd his child, 
hose joy of her is overwhelmed Uke mine, 
id bid him speak of patience ; ^ 
3asure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
id let it answer every strain for strain ; 

thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

such a one will smile, and stroke his beard ; 

y, — sorrow, wag '7 and hem, when he should groan ; 

tch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 

ith candle -wasters ; bring him yet to me, 

id I of him will gather patience. 

it there is no such man : For, brother, men 

in counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 

hich they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it, 

leir counsel turns to passion, which before 

ould give preceptial medicine to rage, 

itter strong madness in a silken thread, 

larm ach with air, and agony with words : 

S no ; ^tis all men's office to speak patience 

> those that wring under the load of sorrow ; 
it no man's virtue, nor sufficiency, 

> be so moral, when he shall endure 

16 like himself : therefore give me no counsel : 
f griefs cry louder than advertisement. 



1 Read—'* And bid him speak to mt of patience." RIT^N. 
'] Sonon go by / is aIs(T (as I am assured) a commoa exciaoatio& qT hilarity 
D at tliis time, in Scotland. Sorrow nag ! miglit have been Juat sueh another, 
I verb to mag is several times used by our author In the Beoie of to !•, oe 
te^. STEEVENS. 
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Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. I pray thee, peace : 1 will be flesh and blood; 
For there was never yet philosopher. 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
However they have writ the style of gods,' 
And made a pish at chance and sufferance.*^ 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 
Make those, that do offend you, suffer too. 

Ijcon. There thou speak'st reason : nay, I will doio: 
My soul doth tell me, Hero is behed ; 
.\nd that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
.\nd all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily* 

D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Glaud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

D. Pedro. AVe have some haste, Lconato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord ! — well, fare you Mrell, mj 
lord : — 
Arc you so hasty now ? — ^well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 

Ant. If he could right himself with quarrelling, 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. AVho wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry, 
Thou, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, thou : — 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, 
If it should give your age such cause of fear : 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me : 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; * 

As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young,, or what would do, 

[bj This alludes to the extravagant titles the Stoics gave their vise Ben Saftw 
ille cum Diit ex pare vivit. Senec. Ep. 59. JupiUr quo astteetdii vinm kmm * 
dlutius bonus est. SapUns nikUo se minoris ustimat—Deus non frtmcU MOAHrfesi 
/eUcUaU. Ep. 73. WARBURTON. 

Shakespeare might have used this expression, without any acqaaintaoee with tke 
hyperboles of stoicism. By the stgle qf gods^ he meant an exalted laoigmiii ; neb 
as we may suppose would be written by beings superior to human calimttkit ^ 
therefore regarding them with neglect and coldness. STEEVENS. 

[9] Alluding to Uieir famous apaih^. WARBURTON 
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Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head, 

Thou hast so wrong'd mine innoc .nt child and me> 

That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 

^d, with grey hairs, and braise of many days, 

Bo challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say, thon hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart; 

Jlnd she lies buried with her ancestors : 

O I in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of her's, framMby thy villany. 

Gaud, My villany ! 

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine I say. 

D, Pedro. You say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 
111 prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
Despite his nice fence, and his active practice :' 
His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 

Claud. Away, 1 will not have to do with you. 
" Leon. Canst thou so daff me ? Thou hast kiU'd my child ; 
If thou kilPst me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed.* 
But that's no matter ; let him kill one first : — 
Win me and wear me, — ^let him answer me, — 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me ; 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence ;* 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself : God knows, I lov'd my niece ; 
And she is dead, slandered to death by villains ; 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed. 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 
Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milksops ! — 

Leon. Brother Antony, — 

Ant. Hold you content ; What, man ! I know them, yea. 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple : 
Scambling, out- facing, fashion-mong'ring boys, 

Jn L e. defence, or skill io the science of feocingt or defence. DOUCK. 
2j This brother Antony is the truest picture imaginable of human nature. He 
I assumed the character of a cage to comfort bis brother* overwhelmed with gcief 
Tor his only daughter's affront and di^Iionour ; and iiad severely reproved him for 
■ot commanding his passion britter on so trying an occasion. Yet, immediately 
■fter this, no sooner does he begin to suspect that liis age and valour are slighted, 
but he falls into the mo?t intemperate fit of rage himself; and all be can do or say 
is DOt of power to pacify him. I'his is copying nature with a penetration and tx- 
aetness of judgment peculiar to Shakespeare. As to the expressioo, toOi of his 
passion, nothing can be more highly painted. WARBURTON. 
[3J Foiaing is a term io fenciugi and meani tknitiing. DOUCE. 
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That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and Blander^ 
Go anticly, and show outward hideouflness. 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, . 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they dority 
And this is aU. 

Leon. But, brother Antony, — 

Ant. Come, His.no matter; 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake yoor pi- 
tience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ; 
Bat, on my honour, she was charged with nothing 
Bat what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

. D. Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No ? — 
Brother, away : — I will be heard ;— 

Ant. And shall. 
Or som^ of us will smart for it. [Exe, Leon, and Art. | 

Enter Benedick. 

D. Ped. See, see ; here comes the man we went to seek. 

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ! 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : You are almost come to . 
part almost a fray. 

Qaud. We had like to have had our two noses snapped 
off with two old men without teeth. 

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother : What think'st thou? 
had we fought, I doubt, we should have been too yooDg 
for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. I 
can)e to seek you both. 

Gaud. AVe have been up and down to seek thee ; for 
we arc high-proof melancholy, and would fain have it 
beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard ; Shall I draw it ? 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Qaud. Never any did so, though very many have beeB 
beside their wit. — I will bid thee draw, as we do tbe 
minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale :— 
Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud. What ! courage, man I What though care killed 
a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kiU care* 
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Bene, Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an you 
eharge it against me. I pray you, choose another subject. 

Gaud. Nay, then give him another staff; this last 
waa broke cross.^ 

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more ; I 
think, he be angry, indeed. 

Claudt If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.' 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

daud. God bless me from a challenge ! 

Bene. Yoa are a villain ; — I jest not : — ^I will make it 
Kood how yoa dare, with what you dare, and. when you 
lare : — Do me right, or I will protest your cowardice. 
Yoa have killed a sweet lachr, and her death shall fall 
heavy on you : Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good cheer. 

p. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Gaud. 1 'faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a calf's 
bead and a capon ; the which if I do not carve most cu- 
riously, say, my knife's naught. — Shall I not find a wood- 
cock too ? . • • 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

D. Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit the 
>ther day : I said, thou hadst a fine wit y True, says she, 
tjme little one: No, said I, a great wit; Right, says she, 
I greai gross one : Nay, said I, a good wit; Just, said 
ihe, it hufts nobody ; Nay, said I, the gentleman is ruise ; 
[krtain, said she, a wise gentleman :^ Nay, said I, he hath 
'he tongues; That J believe, said she, ^br he swore a thing to 
ne on Monday night, which he forswore on Tuesday mom- 
'ng ; Tliere^s a double tongue ; there^s two tongues. Thus 
lid she, an hour together, transsbape thy particular vir- 
;aes ; yet, at last, she concluded with a sigh, thou wast 
the properest men in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and said, she 
:ared not. 

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, an 
f she did not hate him deadly, she would love him dear- 
y : the old man's daughter told us all. 

[4} An allusion to tUtiag. See note, As j/ou Hke it, Act III. sc. iT. WARB. 

[51 We have a proverbiat speech, If he be angry, let him turn the buckle of 
tb girdle. But 1 do not know its original or meaning. JOHNSON. 

JjkTgB belts were worn with the buckle before, but for wrestling the buckle was 
urned behind, to give the adversary a fairer grasp at the girdle. To turn the 
Niekle behind; therefore, was a challenge. HOLT WHITE. ^ ^ ^ , ,„ 

[8] Perhaps nUt gentleman was in that age used ironically, and stood lortUUi 
mUK* He still call a mtn deficient in uaderatandiiig, a nUt-aere. tiTE E V E^ ^ 
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Claud. All, all ; and moreover, God saw him when hi 
wiM hid in the garden. i ** 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage boll's hom 
on the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud, Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells BenedH 
ike married man ? 

Bene. Fare you well, boy ; you know my mind^ 1 
will leave you now to your gossip-like humour : you 
break jests as braggarts do their blades, which, God be 
thanked, hurt not. — My lord, for your many coarteaes 
I thank you : I must discontinue your company : your 
brother, the bastard, is fled from Messina; you have, 
among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady: For my 
lord Lack-beard there, he and I shall meet ; and till tlMO, 
peace be with him. \Eixit Bekedici. 

D. Pedro, He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, I'U warrant yon, 
for the love of Beatrice. 

D. Pedro, And hath challenged thee ? 

Claud. Most sincerely. * 

D, Pedro, What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in 
his doublet and hose, and leaver off his wit ! 
Ekiter Dogberry, Verges, and the fVatch, Tvitli Cokbade 

and BoRAcnio. 

Claud, He is then a giant to an ape : but then is an ape 
a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soil you, let be ; pluck up, my heart, 
and be sad ! Did he not say, my brother waa fled ? 

Dogh. Come, you, sir ; if justice cannot tame you, she 
^hall ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance : nay, and 
you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brothcr^s men bouiijS! 
Borachio, one ! . --' 

Claud, Hearken after their offence, my lord ! 

D. Pedro. Oilicers, what offence have these men done? 

Dogb. Marr}', sir, they have committed false report; 
moreover, they have spoken untruths ; seccmdaiily, fliey 
are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady 
thirdly, they have verified unjust things : and, to cod 
elude, they are lying knaves. 

D, Pedro. First, I ask thee what thev have d^e 
thirdly, 1 ask thee what's their offence ; sixQi and Imj 
why Uiey are committed; and, to conclude, wbat 79a Ivf 
to their chai^ ? 
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Gaud. Rightly reasoned, and in bis own division ; 
ind, by my troth, there's one meaning well suited^ 

D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, that you 
ire thus bound to your answer ? this learned constable i^ 
00 cunning to be understood : What's your offence ? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine an- 
wer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 1 
laye deceired even your very eyes : what your wisdoms 
lould not discover, these shallow fools have brought to 
ight; who, in the night, overheard me confessing to 
ma man, how Don John your brother incensed me to 
lander Uie lady Hero ; how you were brought into the 
orchard, and saw me court Margaret in Hero's gar- 
aents ; how you disgraced her, when you should marry 
ler : my villany they have upon record ; which I had 
^ther seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
hame : the lady is dead upon mine and my master's 
alse accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the 
'eward of a villain. 

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through your 
blood ? 

Claud, I have drunk poison, while he utter'd it 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 

JBora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Dm Pedro. He is composed and fram'd of treachery : 
Lnd fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
n the rare semblance that I first loved it. 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiff ; by this time 
lur sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of the matter : 
Lnd masters, do not forget to specify, when time and 
dace shall serve, that 1 am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, and 
he Sexton too. 

Rc'enter Leonato and Antonio, with the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes ; 
7hat when I note another man like him, 
may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me. 

Leon. Art thou the slave, that with thy breath hast kiil'd 
^ine innocent child ? 



r?] Tliat Is, Me nuemlnr U ptit into maa^ A{fftraa drtttu ; the Prioee' htvlm 
>£4h1 Uie same quMCion io four modea of ipeeeh. JOBMSON. 

10 Vol. in. G 
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Bora. Tea, even I alone. | 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou bely'st thyself; j 

Here stand a pair of honourable men, , 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it : — I 

1 thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud, I know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I must speak : Choose your revenge yourself; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upbn. my sin : Yet sinn'd I not, 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I ; 
And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, ' 
That were impossible ; but, I pray you both, 
Possess the people in Messina here, I 

How innocent she died : and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night : — 
To-morrow morning cbme you to my house ; 
\nd since you could not be my son-in-law. 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter^ 
Almost a copy of my child that's dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us ; 
Give her the right you should have given her cousin, 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, noble sir, 
Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me I 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon, To-morrow then 1 will expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I beHeve, was pack'd in all this wrong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not ; - j 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spok^ to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

/?(?ffd. Moreover, sir, Qwmc\i^ VodL^v^.^ i* ^iiK. toiet 
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white and black) this plaintiff here, the offender, did 
call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered in hid 
punishment : And also, the watch heard them talk of 
one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in his ear, and 
a lock hanging by it;* and borrows money in God's 
name ;' the w^ch he hath used so long, and never 
paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend 
nothing for God's sake : Pray you, examine him upon 
that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and 
reverend youth ; and I praise God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. 

Dogb. God save the foundation !* 

Leon, Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I 
thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 
which, I beseech your worship, to correct yourself, for 
the example of others. God keep your worship ; I wish 
your worship well ; God restore you to health : I huib- 
bly give you leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting 
may be wished, God prohibit it. — Come, neighbour. 

[Exe. Dogb. Verg. and Watch. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. Farewell, mv lords ; we look for yoti to-morrow. 

D. Pedro. We will not fail. 

Gaud. To-night I'll mourn with Hero. 

J[Elxe. D. Pedro and CLAtn, 
_ ^ ^ ellows on ; we'll talk with 

Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. [Ex. 

[8] There could not be a pleasanter ridicule on the fashion, than the comtable*8 
deaeanton his own blunder. They heard the eonuspirators satirize thefuhiom; 
whom they took to be a roan surnanied Deformed. This the constable appbes with 
exquisite humour to the courtiers, in a description of one of the most fantastical 
Tashloiis of that time, the men^s wearing rings in their ears, and indulging a favour- 
ite lock of hafr, which was brought before and tied with ribbons, and called a lovf 
lock. WARBURTON. 

Fynes Morjrson, in a very particular account that he has given of the dress of 
lord Montjoy, (the rival, and afterwards the friend, of Robert, earl of Essex,) sajrs. 
that bis hair was ** thinoe on the head, where he wore it short, except a lock 
tsMkr Ait l(ft eare^ which he nourished in the time of this warre, [the Irish War, in 
1599] aod being woven up, hid It in his neck under his ruffe.'* Itinerary^ P. II. 
When be was not on service, he probably wore it in a different fashion. 

MALONK. 

[9] L e. as a common beggar. This alludes, with too much levitv, to Provf xix. 
.17 : ♦• He that glveth to the poor, lendeth ntUo the Lord.'' STEEVENS. 

[11 Such was the customary phrase employed by thoee who received ■Imi'at the 
lites of religious bouses. Dogberry, however. In .the present iosKuicA, i&N^^l^ 
Mfntd to aqr— " Qod tare tbe/gumUi r 8T££V£Sd. 
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SCENE II. 

Leonato's GarJen, Enter Benedick and Margaret, 

meeting. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, deseire 
well at my hands, by helping me to the speech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise of my 
beauty ? 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man liTiiif 
shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth, tihoa de- 
flcrvest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me ? why, shall I 
always keep below stairs ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's moutbt 
it catches. 

jlfarg. And yours as blunt as the fencer^s foils, whicb 
hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt a 
woman ; and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice : I give thee 
the bucklers.* 

Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of ourowit 

Bene, If you use them, Margaret, you must put id 
the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons 
for maids. 

Marg. Well, I will caU Beatrice to you, who, I think, 
hath legs. [Exit Margaret. 

Bene. And therefore will come. [Singing. 

The god of love^ 
That sits above, 
Jlnd knows tne, and knows me. 
How pitiful I deserve, — 
1 mean, in singing ; but in loving, — Leander the good 
swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pandars, and a 
whole book full of these quondam carpct-mongrers, whose 
names yet run smoothly in the even road of a blank verse, 
why, Uiey were never so truly turned over and over as 
my poor self, in love : Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; 
1 have tried ; I find out no rhyme to lady but bahy^ an in- 
nocent rhyme ; for scorn horn, b. hard rhyme ; for school, 
fool, a babbling rhyme ; very ominous endings : No, I / 
was not bom under a rhyming planet, for I cannot woo in 
festival terms. — 

p] I suppose f that to K'lve tkt buckler i te, to i|\rU, at Xnlrn «« ■BftomACri^ 
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Enter Beatrice. 
Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee^ 

Beat, Yea, sigoior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O, stay but till then ! 

Beat. Then, is spoken ; fare you well now : — and yet, 
ere I go, let me go with what 1 came for, which is, with 
imowing what hath passed between you and Clandio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss thee. 

Beai, Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but 
foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; therefore I will 
depart unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of its right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit : But, I must.tell thee plainly, 
Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either I must short- 
ly hear from him, or I will subscribe him a coward. And, 
I pray thee now, tell me, for which of my bad parts didat 
thou first fall in love with me ? 

Beat. For them altogether ; which maintained so politic 
a state of evil, that they will not admit any good part to 
intermingle with them. But for which of my good parts 
f^d you first suffer love for me ? 

Bene. Sxffer love; a good epithet! I do suffer love, in- 
deed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat. In spite of your heart, 1 think ; alas ! poor heart! 
If jou spite it for my sake, I will spite it for yours ; for 1 
will never love that, which my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession ; there's not one 
wise man among twenty, that will praise himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived in 
the time of good neighbours : ' if a man do not erect in 
this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no longer 
in monument, than the bell rings, and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene. Question ? Why, an hour in clamour, and a 

quarter in rheum : Therefore it is most expedient for the 
wise, (if Don Worm, his conscience, find no impediment 
to the contrary,) to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as 
I am to myself: So much for praising myself, (who, I 
myself will bear witness, is praise -worthy) and now tell 
me, How doth your cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

[3] i. e. WlieD men were not eDviouR, but every one svf « %&&Xtv«t ^^ ^>x%. "IX^v 
reply h extremely bnmotous. WAEBU B.TON. 
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Bene, And bow do you ? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend: there will I 
leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle ; yonders 
old coil at home :* it is proved, my lady Hero hath been 
falsely accused, the prince and Claudio mightily abused ; 
and Don John is the author of all, who is ned and gone: 
Will you come presently ? 

Beat. Will j-ou go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 
buried in thy eye? ; and, moreover, I will g^ with thee 
to thy uncle's;. [Exevnt 

SCENE III. 

lite In aide of a Church. Enter Don Pedro, Cl audio, ami 
AitcndantSy u^th music and tapers. 

Clitud. U this the monument of Lconato ? 

Atten. It is, mv lord. 

Claud. [liriids from a scroll.] 

Done to death * by slanderous tongues, 

IVos the Hero that here li'p.n • 
Death, in guerdon of her Tvrongs 

Grccs her fame n'hich never dies : 
So the life, that died with shame, 
Lives in death n-ith gloriotis fame. 
Hang thou there vpon the tomb^ [Affixing it. 

Praising her when I am dumb, — 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon, goddess of the night, 
Those that slew thy virgin knight ; ^ 
For the which with so7igs of woe. 
Round about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan ; 

Help us to sigh and groan. 
Heavily, heavily : 

[4] Old, (I know not wb7,)wa8 anciently a common aucmentatiTe In fcw»nfa» \ut 
gUMe. Coi/ is bustle, stir. STEEVENS. 

f 61 This obsolete phrase occurs frequently in our ancient vriten. UALOHS. 

m KMglu^m its original signincation, misisa foUoKtr. or raff, and 111 tUiMOM 
Bajbelfefljjniae. JOHNSON. » ^•^r »«■« — — --ip^ 
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Graves, yawn, and yield your dead. 
Till death be uttered. 
Heavily, heavily. 

Claud, Now, unto thy bones good-night ! 
Yearly will I do this rite. 

D. Pedro. Good-morrow, masters ; put your torches out : 

The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle day, 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey : 
Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well. 

Gaud. Good-morrow, masters ; each his several way. 

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; 
-And then to Leonato's we will go. 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speeds, 
Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe ! [Exe. 

SCENE IV. 

A Room in Leonato's House. Enter Leonato, Antonio^ 
Benedick, Beatrice, Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did not I tell you she was innocent? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accused her^ 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margarot wria in some fault for this ; 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd : 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your ofl&ce, brother ; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter. 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies* 

Ant. Which I will do with confirra'd countenance. 

Bene Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them.— 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her ; »Tis mfQ&t Vcw* 
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Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from me. 
From Claudio, and the prince ; But what's your will ? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : li 

But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoined 
In the estate of honourable marriage ;«- j) 

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon, My heart is with your Hking. 

Friar, And my help. 
Here comes tlic prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pkdro aiid Claudio, with AitendanU^ 

D. Pedro. Good-morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good-morrow, prince ; — good-morrow, Claudio; 
We here attend yon ; Arc you yet determined 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter ? ' 

Claud, ril hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. | 

Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar ready. 

[Exit Antonio. 

I). Pedro. (lood-morrow, Benedick : Why, what's the 
mailer. 
That yon havo such a February face, 
.So full of fro-t, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull : — 
Tush, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And all p]ui opa shall rejoice at thee ; 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. BulUove, sir, had an amiable low ; 
And some such strange bull leap'd your father's cow, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat, 
Much hke to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked* 

Claud. For this I owe you : here comes other reckon* , 
ings,— 
Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and 1 do give you her. 

Clau. Why, then she's mine : sweet, let me fee JOOV 
face. 

Leon, No, that you shall not, till you take her hand ^ 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Gaud. Give me your hand before this holy 
I am your husband, if you \iki& oii&A. 
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Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife : 

[Unmasking. 
And when you loved, you were my other husband. 

Cla/ud. Another Hero ? 

Hero, Nothing certainer: 
One Hero died defil'd ; but I do live, 
And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liv'd. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, ailer that the holy rites are ended, 
I'll tell you largely of fair Hero's death: 
Mean time, let wonder seem famiUar, 
And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene, Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice ? 

Beat. I answer to that name ; [Unmasking.} What is 
your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and ClaudiOj 
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did. 

Beat. Do not you love me ? 

Bene. No, no more than reason. 

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv'd ; for they did swear, you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me. 

Beat. They swore, that you were well-nigh dead for mc. 

Bene. 'Tis no such matter : — Then, you do not love me ? 

Beat. Noy truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentleman v 

Claud. And I'll be sworn upon't, that he loves her ; 
For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero, And here's another,. 
Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands ftgainat oar 
hearts ! — Come, I will have thee ; bat, by this light, I take 
thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; — bnt, by tUfr gi^i 
Shield upon great persuasion ; and, patOy^te «Kv%' ^ 
&r I was told you were in a coDsaiugitiOiu 
J^e. Peace, 1 will stop your mo^thn-r- HP 
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D, Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick the married man? 

Bene. Til tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Dost thoa 
think, I care for a satire, or an epigram? No : if a man 
will be beaten with brains, he shall wear nothing hand- 
some about him : In brief, since I do propose to many, 
I will think nothing to any purpose that the world can saf. 
against it ; and therefore never flout at me for what I haye 
said against it ; for man is a giddy thing, and this is my 

conclusion. For Uiy part, Claudio, I did think to have 

beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be my kinsman, 
live unbruisod, and love my cousin. 

Claud. 1 had well hoped, thou would'st have denied 
Beatrice, that 1 might have cudgelled thee out of thy 
single life, to make thee a double dealer : which, out of 
question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look exceeding 
narrowly to |hee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends : — ^let's have a dance 
ere we are married, that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives' heels. 

Leon. We*ll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o' my word ; therefore, play, music- 
Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife: 
there is no stafl* more reverend than one tipped with 
horn. ' 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow ; I'll devise thee 
brave punishments for him, — Strike up, pipers. 

[Dance. Exeunt 

[7J The allusioQ is to the ancient trial by nager qf battel, in Buita both criolul 
ami civil. Of the last trial of this latter Icind in England, (which was in the ISOi ytar 
of Queen Elizabet h,) our author might have read a i>articular aceount in Stov*'^ 
Annales. Henry Nailor, master of defence, was champion for the demandnts. 
Simon Low and John Kyrae ; and George Thorne for the tenant, (or defenduiti 
Tiiomas Pararaoure. The combat was appointed to be fought is Tutnill-flekkjiiiid 
the Judges of the Common Fleas and Serjeants at Law attended. Among otbsr 
ceremonies Stowe mentions, that " the gauntlet that was cast down bjOeHft 
Thorne was borne before the sayd Nailor, in his passage thro* London, upon a 
sword*a point, and his baston (a stqfot an ell long, made taper-wiae, Mfrt »Uk AarsJ 
with his shield of hard leather, was borne after him," &c. See also Mimban^ Did. 
3i ILi"* ^' ^^'"^ > from which it appears that Nailor on this occmIoo wwiatio* 
ooced to the Judges, with " three ioleum congees;'* by a verjrevcrantf pflnoL •* Br 
snromeBowea, ambassador from Queen Elizabeth, into Rmiii. Wto flU^Maal 
^MfMafueUlQBs.tifpeinithhvm:' tWOJWRia. T^ -«•■««•• «-, 
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OBSERVATIOXS. 

Love's Labour's Lost.] I have not hitherto disco- 
ered any novel on which this comedy appears to have 
een founded ; and yet the story of'it h^ most of the fea- 
ires of an ancient romance. Steevexs. 

I suspect that there is an error in the title of this play, 
^hich, I believe, should be — '' Lore's Ijihours LosV* 

M. Mason. * 

Lovers Labour^s Lost, I conjecture to have been written 
1 1694. See An Attempt to ascertain the Order of Shake- 
peare^s Plays, Vol. 11. Malonh. 
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LOVERS LABOUR^S LOST, 



ACT I. 

fltOESNE h— Navarre. A Park, -jcith a Palace in %t. En- 
i- ' Ur ike Kingy Biron, Longaville, and Dubain. 

King. 

T4E1T &ine, that all hunt afler in their lives, 

live legister'd upon our brazen tombs, 

Jnd .then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 

When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 

Th' endeavour of this present breath may buy 

{liftt. honour, which shall batp bin scythe's keen edge- 

JUid msJKB us heirs of all eternity. 

Tb6re&Be, brave conquerors ! — for so you are. 

tbBt wvt against your own affections, 

i|^ the huge army of the world's desires, — 

Ojir late edict shall strongly stand in force : 

Mvarre shall be the wonder of the world 3 

Oar conrt shall be a little Academe ; 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

Ton three, Bir6n, Dumain^ and Longaville, 

Have sworn for three years' term to live with me.. 

My fellowrscholars, and to keep those statutes, 

That are recorded in this schedule here : 

Tonr oaths are past, and now subscribe your names ; 

That his own hand may strike his honour down, 

That violates the smallest branch herein : 

If yon are arm'd to do, as swoni to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 

Long. I am resolvM : 'tis but a three years' fast 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine * 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grosser manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross world'a baa^i ^\vi^^\ 
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To loTC, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die j 
AVith all these living in philosophy. * 

Biron, I can but say their protestation over, 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 
That is, To live and study here three yeare. 
But there are other strict observances : 
As, not to see a woman in that term ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
And, one day in a week to touch no food ; 
And but one meal on every day beside ; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 
And then, to sleep liut three hours in the nighty 
And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark night too of half the day ;) 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
C), these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ; 
N'ot to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 

King, Your oath is past to pass away from these. 

Biron, Let me say iiu, my liege, an if you please ; 
I only swore, to study with your grace, 
\nd stay here in your court for three years' space. 

Long, You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 

Biron, By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. — 
What is the end of study ? let me know. 

King, Why, that to know, which else we should not know. 

Biron, Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from common 
sense ? 

King, Ay, that is study's god-like recompense. 

Biron, Come on then, I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
As thus, — To studj- where I well may dine. 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from comn^on sense are hid : 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath. 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study's gain he thus, and this be so, 
t)tudy knows that, which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. 

King, These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

[1] By all these the poet eeems to meao, tdl tkete gentlemen, who txn ■»»»» 
prosecute the same studies with me. STEE VEI^S. 
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m 

m. Wb^, all delights are Tain ; but ifakt mo£t rain 

, with pain purcfAs'd, doth inherit pain : 

infully to pore upon a book, 

seek the fight of truth ; while truth the while 

alsely* blind the eye -sight of his look : 

it, seeking light, doth light of !ight beg'jlle : 

3 jou find where light in darkness lies. 

ight grows dark by losing of your eyes. 

me how to please the eye indeed, 

ixing it upon a fairer eye : 

azzhng so, that eye shall bo his heed. 

give him light that was it blinded by. 

is like the heaven's glorious ^.■:n. 

t will not be deep-starch'd wi:h ££.'jcy looks ; 

lave continual plodders ever w.in. 

i base authority from C'lLcr'- book=. 

earthly godfathers of heaven** LzL:?. 

t give a name to every fixed §-sr, 

10 more profit of their sbL'.ing Ciijijtf. 

n those that walk, and wot not wL&t *mj Siie- 

uch to know, is, to know no'^ght but iezut \ 

'eiT godfather can give a name.' 

'. How well he's read, to reason ag^oet reacirg ■ 

u Pixvceodod «r«ll, tn c*op ^ ^Cp<«mJ pr^CfzedJXtr * 

r. He weeds the com.'and^till let? grow txte we»icit>^ 
n. The spring is near, when ^ets geei^ Mt a 

breeding. 
I. How follows that ? 
91. Fit in his place aid lime. 
I. In reason nothing. 
«. Something then in rhyme. 
j^. Biron is like an envious sLea; hg ii'A\* 
hat bites the first-bom infarjt* 'A Oie cpns«g. 
fi. Well, say I am ; why shoild pro-- -2 yi'sauti \y/akl. 
efore the birds have any carise Vj >..!:<g ' 
doald I joy in an abortive Inr.h ? 
iBtmas 1 no more desire a roH:, 



fc/jr 19 here, aad is uazj rrsfa ;.l*v« • :«* msb* w c - •-'■« •' %:* ••*»^ ■ ' 
The wbole seme of tii ;-ar--*« ^kw-uaariv: n ul./ -.: r 'u*- * tLd, i • 
itudj any revt LIoMtf te.w*. yjKKh'jIi 

» CMfefucvc, nyi Birto. '/ fw f«i4t Jrwrip-Ai/* «* v/ jny -^ v.^ •X^a 
, but mere cibi^t rf^wUitn. Tssit a tM «r.«',ik rM«->'^f r«x« (^^ 
MM irtiefc ever* f W(tf kcr ca rv« U««*.««. >«>M .% y^Si' 

11 Vol. hi. 
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Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shcf^s ;^ 
But hke of each thing, that in season grows. 
So you, to study now it is too late, 
Chmh o'er the house f unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, sit you out : go home, Biron ; adieu ! 

Biron. No, my good lord ; I've sworn to stay with you. 
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 
Yet confident Til keep what 1 have swore. 

And 'bide the penance of each three year's day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same ; 
And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name. 

King. How well this yielding rescues thee from shame ? 

Biron. [Reads.] Item, that no uoman shall come Tvithin a 
mile of my court. — And hath tliis been proclaim'd ? 

Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let's see tlie penalty. — [Reads.l On pain of 
losing her tongue. — Who devis'd this ? 

Long. Marry, that did I. 

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ? 

Long. To fright tiiem hence with that dread penalty. 

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility. 

[Reads.] Item. If any man be seen to talk with a woman 

Wtthm the term if thrrr. yp.nrs, hi* ^IinlL pndurc such pitbhc 

shame as the rest of the court can possibly devise. 
— This article, my li oge, yourself must break ; 

For, well you knuw, here comes in embassy 
The French kinii^'s daughter, with yourself to speak> — 

A maid of grace, and complete majesty, — 
About surrondcr-up of Aqnitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father: 
Therefore this article is made in vain. 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 

King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite forgot 

Biron, So study evermore is overshot ; 
While it doth study to have what it would, 
It doth forget to do the thing it should : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
'Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 

JKing. We must, of force, dispense with this decide; 
She must lie here on mere necessity.^ 

[5] By thont the poet means Maygamet^ at which a snow would be Tirf vxnlr 
come and unexpected; it is only a periphrasis for ilf<gr> T.WARTON. 
.. fS] ^i* bere, means reiide here, in Vhe saxiv^ ««ua« «a «a ambaatdor ii nU to 0* 
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Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn 
Three thousand times within this three years' space : 
For every man with his affects U bom ; 

Not by might master'd, but by special grace : 
[f I break faith, this word shall speak for me; 
[ am forsworn on mere necessity. — ''^ 
So to the laws at large I write my name : [Subscrib^^. 

And he that breaks them in the least degree, 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 

Suggestions® are to others, as to me ; 
But, I believe, although I seem so loth, 
I am the last that will last keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted ?* 
King, Ay, that there is : our court, you know, is haunted 

With a refined traveller of Spain ; 
A man in all the world's new fashion planted, 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the music of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny :* 
This child of fancy, that Armado bight. 

For interim to our studies, shall relate, 
In high-bon 'Words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I ; 
But I protest, I love to hear him lie. 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy.* 

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words,* fashion's own knight. 



[7] BiroD, amidst his extravagancies, speaks with great justoesB against the folly 
t>f TOWS. They are made without sufficient regard to the variations of life, and are 
therefore broken by some unforeseen necessity. They proceed commonly from a 
[Presumptuous confidence, and a false estiraate of human power. JOHNSON. 

(81 Stff^Mtiow— Temptations. JOIIN^OK. 
91 Quick reereafiofir— Lively sport, spritely diversion. JOHNSON. 
1 1 This passage, I believe, means no more than that Don Armado was a nan 
aicely versed in ceremonial distinctions, one who could distinguish in the most de- 
licate questions of honour the exact boundaries of right and wrong. CompHmetit, 
io Sbakespeare^s time, did not signify, at least, did not only signify verbal civility, 
)r phrases of courtesy, but, according to its original meaning, the trappings, or or- 
namental appendages of a character, in the same manner and on the same principles 
ftf speech with accomplishment. Compliment is, as Armado well expresses it, th<f 
ifomith qf a complete man. JOHNSON. 

[21 i. e. I will make a minstrel of him, whose occupation was to relate fabulous 
Itorfes. DOUCE. 

[3] i. e. (says an intelligent writer in the Edinburgh Magazine,) words newly 
cojoed, new from the forge. Fire new, new off the irontt and the Scottbh expr^i- 
don bren-nen have all the same origin. STEBVBNS. 
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Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our sport; 
And, 80 to study, three years is but short. 

Enter Dull, Tvith a letter, cmd Costard. 

Dull. Which is the Duke's own person? 

Biron. This, fellow ; What would'st ? 

Dull. 1 myself reprehend his own person, for I am hii 
grace's tharborough :* but I would see his o?m person in 
flesh and blood. 

Biron. This is he. 

Dull. Signior Anne — Anne — commends you. There's 
villany abroad ; this letter will tell you more. 

Cost. Sir^ the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Biron. How low soever the inatter, I hope in God for 
high words. , 

Long. A high hope for a low having: God grant as 
patience !. 

Biron. To hear ? or forbear hearing ? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately ■ 
or to forbear both. 

Biron. WeD, sir, be it as the style shall give us canse 
to climb in the merriness. - • 

CosU- Tke fBatteria to me» sir, as coAG^nmg Jaqueaet* 
ta. The manner of it is, 1 was taken with the manner.' 

Biron, In what manner ? 

Cost. In manner and form following, , sir ; all tbo^e 
three : I was seen with her in th^ manor house, sitting 
with her upon the form, and taken following her into 
the park ; which, put together, is, in manner and form 
following. Now, sir, for the manner, — it is the manner 
of a man to speak to a woman : for the form, — ^in some 
form. 

Biron. For the following, sir ? 

Cost. As it shall follow iamy correction ; And God de- 
fend the right ! 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

[4] i. e. TMrdborough, a peace officer, alike ia authority ivitli a iieadborougii oi 
a constable. SIR J. HAWKINS 

[5] i. e. in the fact STEEVENS. 

A foreDsic term. A thief is aald to be taken with the manner, i. e. mainour or 
manotfr, ffor so it is written in our old law books,) when he is apprehended with th9 
thing stolen in his possession. The thing that he has tnkeji was called mainoi^T, 
from th« Fr. manUtt maou t^ctare. MALONE. 
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Cod. Sach is the simplicity of man to hearken after the 
flesh. 

King, [Reads.] Great deputy, the welkdn^s vicegerent, 
and eole domnator of Kavarre, my iovVs earth's Giw^ and 
bada* 9 fostering patron, — 

Coat. Not a word of Costard yet. 

King. So it is,— 

Cost, It may he so : hut if he say it is so, he is, in teU- 
ingtme, hat so, so. 

KMg. Peace. 

Cost* ---he to me, and every man that dares not fight I 

King. No words. 

CoH. -—of other men's secrets, I heseech you. 

King. So it is, besieged Tmth sahU-coloured mdan- 
iholy^ I did commend the btack'Oppressing humour to 
Ae mMt wholesome physic of thy health'groing air; 
and^ as I am a gentleman, betook myself to waUi. The 
Ham whon? About the sixth hour; when beasts most 
greaie, birds best peck, and m£n set down to that notcr^ 
tdumont which is called supper. So much for the time 
when: Norn for the ground which; which, I meany I 
woUstd t^Nm: it is ycleped, thy park. Then, for the 
piace where; where, I mean, I did encounter thai o&- 
scene and mx>st preposterous event, that draweth from 
nsy snovS'White pen the ebon-coloured ink, whidi here thou 
viewest, beholdest, surveyest, or seest : But to the place, 
ntJUre* — A standeth north-north-ecut and 6v east from 
^ west comer of thy curious-knotted garden:^ There 
did I see that low-spirited swain, that base minnow of 
thy mirth? [Cost. Me.] that unlettered small-kntrwin^ 
iOtf/9 [Cost. Me.] that shallow vassal, [Cost. Still me 
vMch, as 1 remember, hight Costard, [Cost. O me !} 
sorted and consorted, contrary to thy established proclaimed 
edict and continent canon, with — with,^^0 with — but with 
ihis I passion to say wherewith, — 

Cost. With a wench. 

King. — with a child of our grandmother Eve, a fe- 
male ; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a woman. 

[6] Ancient gardens abounded with figures of which the lines intersected each 
•ther in many directions. STEEVE^'}5. . w* 

[71 The base mituiow of thy ncirth, is tbe contemptible little object tli:»t cootn- 
butes to thy entertainment. Shakespeare makes Coriolanus characterlza tfae tribu- 
Bitkfl iuBolence of Sicinius, under the same figure : 
*♦ hear rou not 

•» Tbia Triton ot the minnows V* ST£SV¥1^S. 
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'Him I (as tny ever esteemed duty pricks me on) have smd 
to thee^ to receive the meed of punishment, by tky smut 
grocers officer, Antony Dull ; a man of good repute^ ear* 
riagey hearing, and estimation, 

DtdL Me, an't shall please you ; I am Antony Doll. 

King. For Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker -vessel coiled, 
which I apprehended with the aforesaid swain,) I keep her 
as a vessel of thy law^s fury ; and shall, at the least ^ thy 
smoeet notice, bring her to trial. Thine, in all compliments if 
devoted and heart-burning heat of duty. 

Don Adriano de Aruaoo. 

Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the' l>e8t 
that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, sirrah, what 
say you to this ? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Ck>st. I do confess much of the hearing it, but little of 
the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment, to he 
taken with a wench. 

Cost. I was taken with none, sir, I was taken with ft 
jamosel. 
, King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cost, This was no damosel neither, sir $ she^ was a 
virgin. 
. King, It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed, virgin. 

Cost, If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was taken with 
• maid. 

King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence ^ You shall 
ftst a week with bran and water. 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge. 

King. And Don Armado shall be your keeper. 
My lord Biron, see him deliver'd o'er. — 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. 

[Exe. King, Longaville, and Dtoaik. 

Biron, I'll lay my head to any good man's hat, 
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.-— 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cbst, 1 suffer for ^e trutii»u\x *. Cot \r\^\\.U^I ^rafi ^- 
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Iwi with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a tnie girl ; and 
therefore, Welcome the sour cop of prosperity ! Afflic- 
tion may one day smile again, and till then, Sit thee 
down, sorrow ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

inoUur pari of the same. Armado's House. Enter 

Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of gpreat spirit 
grows melancholy ? 

Moth. A great, sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

jfrm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same thing, 
dear imp.* 

Moth. No, no ; O lord, sir, no. 

Arm. How canet thou part sadness and melancholy, 
my tender juvenal ? 

Mcfth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, my 
tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ? 

Moth. Why tender juvenal ? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent epi- 
iheton, appertaining to thy young days, which we may 
nominate tender. 

Moth. And 1, tough senior, as an appertinent title to 
your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm. Pretty and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir ? I pretty, and my saying 
Upt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because little : Wherefore apt ? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Math. Speak you this in my praise, master? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm. What ? that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

[8] IfW was ancieDtly a term of dignitr. Lord Cromwell, In his last totter to 
Heory VIII. prays for the imp his son. It ia now used only in contempt or abhor- 
renee ; perliaps in our author's time it was ambiguous, in which state it suits well 
with this dialogue. JOHNSON. 

The word literally means a jTo/T* 'Hp* *cion^ or sucker : and by metonrmy comes 
to be used for a boy or child. Ivie imp, his soriy is no more than his infant ton. It 
ll DOW set apart to signify jroimf Jiends ; as the devil arid his imps. 

Dr. Johnson was mistaken in supposing this a word of dignity. It occurs io 7At 
Bi»t»n qf Ctlestina the Faire^ 1596 : "—the gentleman had thrse soiuieS) Tery mir- 
cneioiB iflVM, and of a wicked nature." KITSON. 
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Arm* I do say, thou art quick in answers : Thon 
lieatest my blood. — 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm, I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses lore not 
him. {Aufc. 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with the 

duke. 
Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 
Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 
Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of a 

tapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess both ; they are both the Yanuah of a 
complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much the gross 
sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? Now 
here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink : and how 
easy it is to put years to the word three, and study three 
years in two words, the dancing-horse will tell you.* 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 
t Moth. To prove you a cypher. • [Aside, 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love : and, as it 
is base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a base 
wench. If drawing my sword against the humour of af- 
fection would deliver me from the reprobate thought of 
it, I would take desire prisoner, and ransom him to any 
French courtier for a new devised courtesy. I think 
scorn to sigh; methinks, I should out-swear Cupid. — 
Comfort me, boy : What great men have been in love 1 

Moth. Hercules, master. 

[9] Baokes*s horse^ which i)layM rniny remarkable pranks. Sir Walter Ralejsh 
{HiMt «f the Worid, first part. p. 170,) s&yi : If Banks bad lived in older tlDfli, be 
would have shamed all the enchautcr > in the irorid : for whosoever was mWlflip 
nous among them, could never master, or instruct any beast as be did bto baiM.*' 

OB. eREY. 

Among other exploits of this celebrated beast, it is said that he wot mtothe 
Top of St. Paura; and the same circumstance is likewise mentioMd lo Tm Ouli 
Mvn-booke, a satirical pamphlet by Decker. 1609. STEKVENS. 

Ben JoDson bints at the unfortunate catastrophe of both ibbd and honib wUeh I 
find happened at Home, where to the dis|;race of the age, of the eoaaHyk Ml of 
humanity, they were burnt by enter of the pope, for nithriaBa. 8m Dob . 
n>io, lamo. 1S90. p. UA. RXEiy. 
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Arm. Most sweet Hercules! — ^More aathority, dear 
boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let them be men 
of good repute and carriage. 

Moth, Samson, master : he was a man of good cai > 
riage, great carriage ; for he carried the town-gates on 
his back, like a porter : and he was in love. 

Arm. O well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed Samson ! 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didst me in 
carrying gates. I am in love too. — ^^Vho was Samson's 
love, my dear Moth ? 
Moth. A woman, master. 
Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two ; or one 
of the four. 

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion ? 
Moth. Of the sea- water green, sir. 
Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ? 
Moth, As I have read, sir ; and the best of them too. 
Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers : but to 
have a love of that colour, methinks, Samson had small 
reason for it. He, surely, affected her for her wit. 
Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit. 
Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 
Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are masked 
under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated in^t. . 
Moth, My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, assist me! 
Arm, Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty, and 
pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred» 

And fears by pale -white shown : 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 
For still her cheeks possess the same, 
Which native she doth owe. 
A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason ol white 
and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the Kmg and the 
Beffflrar ? 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad 
tome three ages since : bat, I think, now 'tis not to lie 

Vol. III. ^ 
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found; or, if it were, it would neither serve for the 
writing, nor the tune. 

Arm, I will have the subject newly writ o'er, that I 
may example my digression by some mighty precedent. 
Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took in the park 
with the rational hind Costard ; she deserves well,^ 

Moth. To be whipped ; and yet a better love than 
my master. [Aside. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth, And that's great marvel, loving a light wench. 

Arm, I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Ja^uenetta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep Cos- 
tard safe : and you must let him take no delight, nor no 
penance ; but a' must fast three days a-week : For this 
damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she is allowed 
for the day-woman.* Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.— -Maid. 

Jaq. Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That's hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Ja^. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

DulL Come, Jaquenetta, away. [Ex. Dull and Ja^. 

Arm, Villain, thou shalt fast for thy ofifences, ere thou 
be pardoned. 

Co8t. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do it on 
a full stomach. 

Arm, Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

Moth, Come, you transgressing slave ; away. 

p] i. e. for the dairy-maid, " Dairy ^ says Johnson in bis DietkNMrj, k dtrfved 
froa day, an old word for milk. In the northern counties of SeoClud, ■ imbj' 
nmU U at present termed a dsyy or dtgr.** Kdlnbvrrgh MagmtHm, W ty. HjML ' 
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■ Cost Let me not be pent up, sir ; I will fast, being loose. 

MotJi, No, sir ; tbat were fast and loose : thou shalt to 
prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of desola- 
tion that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth, What shall some see ? 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they look up- 
on. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in their words ; 
and, therefore, I will say nothing: I thank God, I have as 
little patience as another man ; and, therefore I can be 
quiet. [Exe. Moth and Cost. 

Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is base, where 
her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which is 
basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, (which is a gpreat 
argument of ^Isehood,) if I love : And how can that be true 
love, which is falsely attempted ? Love is a familiar ; love 
is a devil ; there is no evil angel but love. Yet Samson 
was so tempted ; and he had an excellent strength : yet 
was Solomon so seduced ; and he had a very good wit. 
Cupid's butt-shafl* is too hard for Hercules' club, and there- 
fore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The first and 
second cause^ will not serve my turn ; the passado he re- 
spects not, the duello he regards not : his disgrace is to be 
called boy ; bnt his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour ! 
rust, rapier ! be still, drum ! for your manager is in love ; 
yea, he loveth. Assist me some extemporal god of rhyme, 
for, I am sure, I shall turn sonneteer. Devise, wit ; write, 
pen ; for I am for whole volumes in folio. [Exit. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Another part of the same. A Pavilion and Tents 
at a distance. Enter the Princess of France, Rosaline, Ma- 
ria, Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other Attendants. 

Boyet. 
Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends ; 
To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy : 



rai Butt-f*4^^-] i. e. an arrow to sboot at »««t.T!&««^*** *"*' ^^ **• P**** 
^iTwbiebtlieBiarktobesbotatwasplaced. BTBBVKNS^^ 
CqSMttolaKMtcf JtjWiittftt,wiUit]iBM^M^ soi2asw»« 



172 love's dibottr's lost. Acrn. 

9 

Tourselfy held precious in the world's esteem ; 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of sJl perfections that a man may owe, 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 
As nature was in making graces dear, 
When she did starve the general world beside, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 

PHn, Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye. 
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues :* 
I am less proud to hear you tell my worth. 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 
But now to task the ta8ker,---Good Boyet, 
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Do^ noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow. 
Till painful study shall out-iY^ar three years, 
No woman may approach his silent court : 
Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, « 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor : 
Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, ^ 

On serious business, craving quick despatch, 
Imp6rtunes personal conference with his grace. 
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend. 
Like humble-visag'd suitors his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. [Exit 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. — 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords. 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prin. Know you the man ? 

Mar. I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized. 
In Normandy saw I this Longaville : 

fA] Ckt^fmam here Beems to 8i^if;|r the seUer, not, as now coBunonly, tbB lifir. 



. or cke^^mg was aocieoUy the market; dUamtm thmfoM li 

The mmDlDg Is, tliat lAe esttaiatiom of beavta dtvm&i «A MiUu^«Ma%«fNtto* 
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A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss, 
If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,) 
s a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 
, Prin. Some merry mocking lord, beUke ; is't so ? 

Mar, They say so most, that most his humours know. 

Prin, Such short-Uv'd wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the rest ? 

Kaih. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd yontb^ 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit, to make an ill shape good, 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I saw hun at the duke Alen9on'8 once ; 
And much too Uttle of that good 1 saw, 
Is my report to his sreat wo*thinowi 

Ros, Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth 
Biron they call him ; but a merrier man^ 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every object that the one doth catch. 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his &ir tongue (conceit's expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin, God bless my ladies t are they all in love ^ 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

Mar* Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Bovet. 

Prtn, Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet, Navarre had notice of your fidr approtch ; 
And he, and his competitors in oath. 

Were all address'd to meet you, gentle lady, ^ 

Before I came. Marry, thus much I'te laavol^ 3^ 
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He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

SAke one that comes here to besieg^e his court,) 
han seek a dispensation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled house. 
Here comes Navarre. [The ladies mask. 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and Attendants, 

King, Fair princess, welcome to the court of Navarre. 

Prin, Fair, I give you back again ; and, welcome 1 have 
not yet : the roof of this court is too high to be yours ; 
and welcome to the wild fields too base to be mine. 

King, You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 

Prin, I will be welcome then ; -conduct me thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 

Prin, Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be forsworn. 

King, Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 

Prin, Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing else. 

King, Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin, Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
I hear, your g^ace hath owom-out house -keepinsf : 
'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 
And sin to break it : ^ 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ; 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [Gives a paper, 

^ King, Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin, You will the sooner that I were away ; 
For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me 'itay. 

Biron, Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Ras, Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Biron, I know, you did. 

Ro8. How needless was it then 
To ask the question ! 

Biron, You must not be so quick. 

Ros, 'Tis 'long of you that spur me with such questions. 

Biron, Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 'twill tire, 

Ros, Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron, What time o' day ? 

Ros, The hour that fools should ask. 

Biron, Now fair befall your mask ! 

Ros, Fair fall the face it covers \ 

. ra Tha pr fnc tw ahewi «n ineooTenleiice very firMuenttr itNiBdlBH 

I vwel^rtetbertept or broken, prodoc«c»au 30BKW9S. 
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Biron, And send you many lovers ! 
^ Ros, Amen, do you be none. 
Biron. Nay, then will I begone* 
King. Madisim, your father here doth intimate 

The pajrment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 

Being but the one half of an entire sum. 

Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 

Receiv'd that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 

A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which, 

One part of Aquitain is bound to us. 

Although not valued to the money's worth. 

If then the king your father will restore - 

But that one iialf which is unsatisfied. 

We will give up our right in Aquitain^ 

And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth. 

For here he dothdemand to have repaid 

An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands^ 

On payment ofa hundred thousand crQwns^ 

To hsLVO hia tiilp Mirf^ in A^Ultain ; 

Which^we mtch rather had depart withal, ^ 
And have the money by "pur iathei:; lent. 
Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. ' 
Dear princess, were not his requests so far 
From reason's yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast, ^ 
.And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin, You do the king my father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King, I do protest, I never heard of it ; * 
*And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or^ield up Aquitain. 

^Prin, We arrest your word :— 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances^ 
Foi^sucH' a sum,- from special officers 
Of Charles his Either. 

Kin^. Satisfy me so. 

Boyet, So please your grace, the packet is not come, 
Where that and other specialties are bound ; 
To-mo rrow you shall have a sight of them. 

[7] To depart and to j>art were aDcieqtlysyooDymoua. ^1^^'&1&^ 
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King, It shall suffice me : at which interview, 
All hberal reason I will yield unto. 
Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand. 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 
You may not come, &t princess, in my gates ; 
But here without you shall be so received. 
As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart. 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Vour own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and Mr desires consort your gn 

King» Thy own wish wish I thee, in every place I 

[Exeunt King atCi his Tt 

Biron, Lady, I will commend you to my own heart 

Ros. 'Pray you, do my commendations ; I would 
glad to see it. 

Biron. 1 would, you heard it groan. 

Roa. Is the fool sick ? 

Biron. Sick at heart. 

Koi. Alack, let it bicod. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Ros. My physic says, I. • 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ? 

Ros. 'Sopoynt, with my knife,* 

Biron. Now, God save thy life ! 

Ros. And yours from long hving ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [Retir 

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : What lady is that sai 

Boyet. The heirof Alen^on, Rosaline her name. 

Dum. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well, [i 

fjong, I beseech you, a word ; What is she in the wh 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the li 

Long. Perchance, light in the light : I desire her na 

Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire 1 
were a shame. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long. God's blessing on your beard ! ' 

[81 She iDeans to say, ajr. The old spellii^ of the affirmaUve particle ta 
retamed here for the take of the rhyme. M ALONE. 

[91 No point was a oegation borrowed firqa tM Freoeh. 8m the note lA tiM 
words. Act V. sc. if. MAXONE. 

[1] That is, may^st thoa have seAse and aerloimess more pnmortlmiali 1 
beard, the length qf which suits iU with such Ulfi eitehta U wtt. JOBV 
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Boyet, Good sir, be not offended : 
3he is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended, 
^he is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet Not unlike, sir ; that may be. [Exit Loiro. 

Biron. What's her name, in the cap ? 

Boyet, Katharine, by good hap. 

Biron, Is she wedded, or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron, You are welcome, sir ; adieu ! 

Boyet, Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

[Exit Biron. — Ladies unmask 

Mar, That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord ; 
•Cot a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

Prin, It was well done of you to take him at bis word* 

Boyet, I was as willing to grapple, a» he was to board. 

Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry ! 

Boyet. And wherefore not ships ? 
^o sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 

Mar, You sheep, and I pasture ; Shall that finish the jest '/ 

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. [Qff<srinf to 

Mar. Not so, gentle beast : kiss her, 

tfy lips are no common, though several* they be. 

Boyet. Belonging to whom ? 

Mar, To my fortunes and me. 

Prin, Good wits will be jangling but, gentles, agree : 
The civil war of wits were much better used 
do Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused. 

Boyet, If my observation, (which very seldom lies,) 
By the heart's still rhetoric, disclosed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet, With that which we lovers entitle, affected. 

Prin, Your reason ? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 
Fo the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 
llig heart, like an agate, with your print impressed. 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed': 
TiB tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 

ni A ptey ootbe wwdMfVMi; whieh besidn Hs ciAain 
defduM ianwhBMltalBmla uolncloud bodi, m-em^jf^ 
tfr'trr' y -Iffrir iiora itr ifiiwltir, iitJolnimthi tiwaw li 

'* Vol. III. U» 
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Did stumble with haste in his eye-si^ht to be ; ' 

All senses to that sense did make their repair, ' 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 

Methought, all his senses were lock'd in his eje^ 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 

Whoy tendering their own worth, from where they were 

glass'd. 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd. 
His nce's own margcnt did quote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 
ril give you Aquitain, and all that is his. 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 

Prin, Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is disposed— 

Boyet, But to speak that in words, which his eye hath 
disclos'd : 
I only have made a mouth of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which 1 know will not lie. 

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak'st skiliidlj. 

Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of him. 

Ros. Then was Venus like her mother ; for her father is 
but grim. 

BoyeU Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mar. No. 

Boyet . What then, do you see ? 

Ro8. Ay, our way to be gone. 

BoytU You arc too hard for me. \ExtunU 



ACT III. 

SCENE h^^nother part of the same. Enter AAXijK) 

and Moth. 

Armado, 
Warble, child ; make passionate my sense of hearing. 
Moth. Concolinel — ^ ISmgmg* 

[31 Although the ezprenion io the text is extremely odd, I take tin wmmti Ikte 
le tbit kit tongue envied the quickness of his ejftSt nad stnme to tt mttmiifttts 
fHieramee, at tAey {« their pereeptians.^EdUL Mmg. BTEEVBITB 

[41 Here it apparently a aong lost JOHNSON. 

I nave olnerved in the old comedies, that the Mmsi ■rttfreqv8B0yaiMil Qk 
ttiSroeeasioiothestacedireetioii k m»enMy-^m tlwi t^i t ^ TOiwiBL fto- 
MaUjr eto MTftmner vas left to eteqaeUa o«»dWby,wft i^a wtet%^frtM aL'<nBfc. 
jmspsrtef/MejiMbitedaimputolmiMnipMtonDiiMA, trtlK*nBllU: 
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Arm. Sweet air ! — Go, tenderness of years ; take thin 
key, eire enlargement to the swain, bring him festioate- 
]y hither ;' I must employ liim in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Master, will you win yoor love with a French 
brawl?" 

Arm, How mean'st thou ? brawling in French 7 

Moth, No, my complete master ; but to jig off a tune 
at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, humonr 
it with turning; up your eye-lids ; sigh a note, and sing a 
note ; sometime through the throat, as if you swallowed 
love with singing love ; sometime through the nose, as if 
you SDU&ed up love by smelling love ; with your hat pent- 
house-like, o'er the shop of your eyes ; with your arms 
crossed on yoor thin belly -doublet, like a rabbit on a spit ; 
or your hands in your pocket, like a man ailer the old 
painting ;' and keep not too long in one tone, but a snip 
uid away : These are complements, these are bamoan ; 
these betray nice wenches — that would be betrayed with- 
out these ; and make them men of note, (do you aote> 
men ?) that most are affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience ? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm, But O,— but O,— 

Moth. — the hobby-horae is forgot.' 

Arm. Callest thou my love, hobby-horse ? 

Ahth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a colt, and' 
your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you forgot 
jour lore ? 

Ar>n. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! leam her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

«1 K. hutily. 8TBBVES 
)«i A tMBi l> ■ kind at imna 
WKflDirallioHUIn. STEE' 

■oue Mber pan or ine aanci 
Id dbcuin ifielt dud >idi □[ til 

[I] Id the celebraiiuD of Maj-dtj, twnido the . 
■lib nrluili. ind dincfag round k, rDmisrl; ■ 
SHId^irliDi iDDtlwrMeirriir', >DdinotheTr 

■StMltd, line litUsr rites nire loattd hPob M 
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Moth, And out of heart, master : all those three I 
will prove. 

Arm, What wilt thou prove ? 

Afoth, A man, if I live ; and this, hy, in, and without, 
upon the instant : By heart you love her, because year 
heart cannot come by her : in heart you love her, be- 
cause your heart is in love with her ; and out of heart 
you love her, being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet Qothing 
at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain ; he must carry me t 
letter. 

Moth. A message well sympathised ; a horse to be em- 
bassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayst thou ? 

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go. 

Arm. Thy way is but short ; away. 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. The meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Miniine, honest master ; or rather, master, no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so : 
Is that lead slow, which is fir'd from a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric ! 
He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he :— 
1 shoot thee at the swain. 

Moth. Thump then, and I flee. [Exit* 

Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of grace I 
By thy fevour, sweet welkin,' I must sigh in thy race : 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is retum'd. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 
Mo^. A wonder, master ; here's a Costard broken in 

a shin,* 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thy Vefvoag, 

— ^begin.* 

[•] 9r*lkin is the sky, to which Armido. with the fldae dignKy of mft mlml , 
aukei u apology for sighine io iti fice. JOHNSON. 
"^JflBVr" 



[I] i. e. a head. ST££V£NS. 

fS] The t*emio3 It a term borrowed firom tte old Fieoeh poiby. It 
MlwwfB Mt tbe head of a few conclutunc ^eineato mrti •Q'lnTi .-\ir1a tHHImii 
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Ck>9t, No egma, no riddle, no V envoy ; no salve in the 
mail, sir:' O, sir plantain, a plain plantain ; no Venvoy^ no 
Penvoyi no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy silly 
thought, my spleen : the heaving of my lungs provokes 
me to ridiculous smiling : O, pardon me, my stars ! Doth 
the inconsiderate take salve for Venvoy, and the word^ 
Venvoy^ for a salve ? 

Motk, Do the wise think them other ? is not V envoy a 
salve ? 
Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, tomakie 
plain 
Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 
I will example it : 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral : Now the V envoy. 

Moth. I will add the P envoy : Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 

Were still at odds, being but three : 
Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 
And stay'd the odds by adding four. 
Now. will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my 
Veirvoy. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three : 
.^rm. Until the goose came out of door. 

Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth, A good Venvoy^ ending in the goose : 
Would you desire more ? 
Cott. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that's 
flat:— 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat, — 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and loose : 
Let me see a fat V envoy ; ay, that's a fat goose. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither : How did tliis argu- 
ment begin ? 

Moth. By saying, that a Costard was broken in a shin. 
Then caH'd you for the Venvcy. 

CoH. True, and I for a plantain ; Thus came your 
argument in ; 
Then the boy's fat Vwoofy^ the gooie that youv 
Atid he eoded the market 
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Arm. But tell me ; how was there a Costard broken k 
a shin ?^ 

Moth, I will tell you sensibly. 

Cost, Thou hast no feeling of it, Bloth ; I will speak 
that Vtnvoy : 

f , Costard, running out, that was safely withiOi 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

Arm, We will talk no more of this matter. 

Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Arm, Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost, O, marry me to one Frances ; — I smell some 
r envoy, some goose, in this. 

,irm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at lib- 
erty, enfrecdoming thy person ; thou wert immured, re» 
strained, captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true j and now you will be my purgation^ 
and let me loose. 

Arm, I give thee thy liberty, set thee from durance : 
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this : 
Hoar this significant to the country-maid Jaquenetta: 
there is remuneration ; [Giving him money,^ for the best 
ward of mine honour, is, rewarding my dependents. Moth, 
follow. [fixtV. 

Moth. Like the sequel, I.* — Signior Costard, adieu. 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh ! my in-cony 
Jew !® [Exit Moth.] — Now will I look to his remunera- 
tion. Kcmune ration ! O, that's the Latin word for three 
farthings : three farthings — remuneration. — Whafs the 
jyrice of this inkle ? a penny : — JVb, Pll give you a remu- 
7ir ration : why, it carries it. — Remuneration ! — why, it is 
a fairer name than French crown. I will never buy and 
soil out of this word. 



■4] Costard is the D»me of a species of apple. JOHNSON. 

It has been already observed that the head rrta ancieotly called tbe eotUurd, So 
in Kinf Richard III: " Take him over the cottard ivith the hilt of thy swrnd.** A 
^lostard likewise signified a crab-stiek. 8TEEVENS. 

f51 SeqneUy in French, signities a ereat aiao*8 train. Tbe joke iSftliat t ainglt 
page was all bia train. THEOBALD. 

SeqwUe^ by the French, is never employed but In a derogatory WM. They 
use it to express the gang of a highway-man, but not the train of a lent ;. the Hu- 
lowers of a rebel, and not the attendants on a general. STEEVENS. 

[61 Inconv or konv in the north, signifies, fine, delicate— as a Jcmw ttinff t. lie 
thing. WARBURTON. 

There is no such expression in the North as either kowf or iMCO^. Tbe irovd 
canny, which the people there use, and from which Dr. Warbiutoo*! -^^Ttifct Biay 
have arisen, bears a variety of significations, oone ^ which is Jliu,4eUeai9, or nr- 
plicailetoatUnsorTalue. BITSON. . 
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Enter Biron. 

Biron. 0,my good knave Costard ! exceedingly well met. 

Co8t, Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon may 
a man buy lor a remuneration ? 

Biron, What is a remuneration ? 

Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron, O, why then, three-farthings-worth of silk. 

Cost, I thank your worship : God be with you ! 

Biron. O, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave. 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir ? 

Biron. O, this aflemoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : Fare you well. 

Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is. 

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it. 

Biron. AVhy, villain, thou must know first. 

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow morning. 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, slave, 
It is but this ; — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 
And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name, 
And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 
And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seard-up counsel. There's thy guerdon ; go. 

[Gives him money. 

Cost. Guerdon, — O sweet guerdon I better than remu- 
neration ; eleven-pence farthing better : Most sweet 
guerdon! — I will do it, sir, in print. — Guerdon — remu- 
neration. [Exit. 

Biron. O ! — And I, forsooth, in love 1 I, that have been 
love's whip ; 

A very beadle to a humourous sigh ; 
A critic ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 
This wimpled,' whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 

[7] Th« wImpU WIS a hood or veil which CbU OT«r the Ihce. Bed Shikeipe^^ 
been Mqueiated with the JIammewm at the RoniUB, or the (em wUeh npriMvli 
the marriace of Cupid and Payebe, hia ehoice of the epithet woeld hm bmjiwd 
q>plauded by aU the advocates io fiiToiir of bta taeraVac^ 1^ ^— ^^^S^BBHU 
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Regont of love -rhymes, lord of folded arms. 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 

Dread prince of plackets,^ king of codpieces. 

Sole imperator, and gpreat general 

Of trotting paritors,® — O my little heart !— 

And I to be a corporal of his field,* 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 

What ? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife ! 

A woman, that is like a German clock,* 

>StilI a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch'd that it may still go right ? 

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all ; 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes : 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed. 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard 

And 1 to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

'Well, 1 will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan ; 

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. [Exit. 

; (til A placket ii a petticoat DOUCE. 

I iM Ao apparitor^ or pariior^ is an oiTiccr of the Bishop's court, who carries out 
ritatlona ; as citations are most Trequently issued for foriiicatioo, the paritor is put 
iiwler Cupid's govcrnmeut. JOHKSOIn. 

[11 It appcara from Lord Stafford's Letters, Vol. II. p. 199, that bl corporal qr 
t;ie field wa? employed as an aid-de-camp is now, " in taking and carrying to an4 
lio tlie directions of the general, or other the higher officers of the field." 

TYRWniTT. 

[£] The followins extract is taken from a book, called TA» Artificial Clock- 
Makcfy 1714.—" Cluck-making was supimacd to have had its beginning io Oemuny 
within less than thciie two hundred years. It is very probable that our balance- 
clocks or wulrbes ai.d some other automata, might have had their begioDing there," 
\-c. To the inarliiicial construction of these tirst pieces of mechanism, executed 




**■ lu ftome towns in Germany, (says Dr. Powel in his JTannan Indnutry^ Bvo. ISSI,) 
there arc very rare and elaborate clocks to be seen in tbeir town-liaUt, wfcere 
In a man may read astronomy, and never look up to the skies. — In tbe town- 
ball of Prague there is a clock that shows tbe annual motions of the iim inl 
BooDt the names and numbers of the months, days, and festivals of the wholtt 
year, the time of the sun rising and setting throughout the year, tbe equiaoses, 
the length of the days and nights, the rismg and setting of the twelve alpa of 
ue Zodiac, Ite —But the town of Strasbuigh carries tbe bell of all other ste^plev 
■r SSyi?^ M ^^" J>oiot'* These elaborate dock! were probably oftaa " mt 
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ACT IV. 

ZJENE I, — Another part of the same. Enter the Prineeis, 
Rosaline, Maria, Katharine, Boyet, Lords, Attend" 
ants, and a Forester. 

Princess. 
^AS that the king, that spur'd his horse so hard ^ 

gainst the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Boyet. I know not ; hut, I think, it was not he. 

Prin. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mounting mind* 
^ell, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch ; 
n Saturday we will return to France. 
-Then, forester, my friend, where is the hush, 
*hat we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
. stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot » 
nd thereupon thou speak'st the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin. What, what ? first praise me, and again say, no ! 
I short-liT'd pride ! Not fair ? alack for woe ! 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now ; 
Vhere fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow, 
{ere, good my glass, take this for telling true ; 

[Giving him money. 
Wt payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but feir is that which you inherit. 

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit. 
) heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 
i giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.— 
Jat come, the bow : — ^Now mercy goes to kill, 
knd shooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 
^ot wounding, pity would not let me do't ; 
[f wounding, then it was to shew my skill. 
That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill. 
And, out of question, so it is sometimes ; 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; 
When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart : 

Vol. in. ^ 
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As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet, Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty 
Only for praise -sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o'er their lords ? 

Prin. Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter Costard. 

Prin. Here comes a member of the commonwealth. h 

Cost. God dig-you-den all ! Pray you, which is the 
head lady ? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that 
have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 

Prin, The thickest, and the tallest. 

Cost, The thickest, and the tallest ! it is so ; truth is tmth. 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, y: 

One of these maid's girdles for your waist should be fit k 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest here( 

Prin. What's your will, sir ? what's your will ? 

Cost. I have a iGtto.r from mnn^ionp Biron, to ooo huij- 
Rosaline. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend of 
mine : 
Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve ; 
Break up this capon.^ 

Boyet, I am bound to serve. — 
This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear : 
Break the neck of the wax,^ and every one give ear. 

Boyet. [Reads.] By heaven, tficU thou art faity is 
most infallible ; true, that thou art beauteous ; tmik 
itself, that thou art lovely : More fairer than fairy beau* 
tiful than beauteous; truer than truth itself, have com* 
rniseration on thy heroical vassal! The magnamgnaus 
and most illustrious king Cophetua^ set eye upon the per* 
nicious and indubitaie beggar Zenelophon ; om he it wa$ 

[3] i. e. Open this letter. Our poet uses this metaphor, as the Ttenth doihakt 
poufet ; which signifies both a young fowl and a love letter. TIm ItaUiM «■• 
the same manner of expression, when they call a love-epfatle yam pt lHetH ^ 
avwrosa. THEOBALD. 

M Still alluding to the et^pon. JOHNSON. 

[5] The ballad of King Cophetua and the Beggar-Maid, may be Mtn in tht At* 
lii«s sf JncUnt Pottrs. The beggar's name was Fenelophon. PBRCT. 
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that might rightly say^ yeni, yidi, yici ; which to anatom" 
«w in the vutgar^ (O base and obscure vulgar !) yidelicet,. 
he . camey saw, ana overcame : he came, one ; sa'OQ, two ; 
€yoercam>e, three. Who came? the king; Why did he 
com£ ? to see ; Why did he see ? to overcome : 7% 
laohom came he ? to the beggar ; What saw he? the beg-^ 
^ar ; *Wha overcame he ? the beggar : The conclusion 
'is victory ; On whose side ? the king*s : The captive is 
enriched ; On whose side ? • the beggar* s ; The catas" 
trophe is a nuptial ; On whose side ? the king^s ? no, 
o» both in one, or one in both, I am the king; for so 
stands tfie comparison : thou the beggar ; for so TvitnesS'^ 
eth thy lowliness. Shall I commarid thy love ? I may : 
Shall I enforce thy love ? I could : Shall I entreat thy 
iove ? I will. What shalt thou exchange for rags ? robes ; 
^or tittles, titles; For thyself, me. Thus, expecting thy 
^^ly, Iprofane my lips' on thy foot, my eyes on^ thy picture, 
€ind my heart on thy every part. Thin^ in the dearest de^ 
sign of industry, 

^DoN Adriano de Armado. 

Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lionr roar 

'Gain3t thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey; 
Submissive fall his princelv feet before. 

And he from forage will incline to play : 
But if thou strive,^ poor soul, what art thou then ? 
JFood for bis rage, repasture for his den.* 

Prin; What plume of feathers is he, that indited this 
letter? 
^Vliat yane ? what weather-cock ? did you. ever hear 
better? 
Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the style* 
Pnn. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it erewhile.^ 
Boyet. This A.rmado is a Spaniard, that keeps here 
in court ; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho," and one that makes sport 
To the prince and his book-mates. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word : 
Who gave thee this letter ? 



[61 These six lines appear to be a quotation (torn some ridiculous poem of thai 

tlm^ -warburton. 

m A pun upon the word siile. MUSGRAVE. 

[8l The allusion is to a fantastical character of that time. FARMER. 

A local allusion employed by a poet like Shakespeare, resembles the mortail 
steed that drew in the chariot of Achillet. But short services could be expected 
iromeitlter. STJSEVENS. 
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Coat. I told you ; my lord. 

Prtn, To whom shouldst thou give it ? | 

Cost. From my lord to my lady. p 

J 
( 



i 



Prtn. From which lord, to which lady ? 

Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline. 

Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. — Coq^e, lords. 
away. — ^ 
Here, sweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another day. 

[Exmt 

Boyet. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor ?^ 

Ros. Shall 1 teach you to know ? 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

Roa. Why, she that bears the bow. Finely put off! 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou marrfi 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year niscany. ' 

Finely put on ! f:, 

Ro8. Well then, J am the shooter. )' 

Boyet. And who is your deer ? 

Roa. If we choose by the horns, yourself: come near. 
Finely put on indeed !— r 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she strikes 

at the brow. j^ 

Boyet. But Hlie herself is hit lower : Have I hit her now? 

Roa. Shall 1 come upon thee with an old saying, tbit L 
was a man when king Pepin of France was a little boy» 'jj 
as touching the hit it ? %^ 

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old, that wai | 
a woman when queen Guinever* of Britain was a little 
wench, as touching the hit it. 

Ros. Thou canst not hit t<, hit it^ hit ity [Singing. \' 

Thou canst not hit it, my good man. 

Boyet, An I cannot , cannot, cannot ^ 
An I cannot, another can. 

[Exe. Ros. and Kath 

Coat. By my troth, most pleasant ! how both did fit it! 

Mar. A mark marrellous well shot ; for they both dU 
hit it. 

p] P«rlttpfl the Priocea nkl rather,— Come, UdUt, untof. TIm nek of thi 
MflM dMerves do care. JOHNSON. 

£1] It appears that suitor was anciently nronouoeed thoaUr, STEETBWB. 

IB Ireland, where, 1 believe, much of the pronunciation of Qumd BIWhiClli 
■!• ii yet retained, the word tuiior H at this d«y pronooneed by tba Tvlor M V it 
w«M written <A«0f«r. MALONB. 

M TUe was King Arthur's queen, not OTer famous for Adelitr to her liwlw*^ 
Vorortd the Pict k supposed to haTO been her paiemour. 8T££Ve VF 
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Btnfet. A mark! O, mark but that mark ; A mark, says 

my lady ! 
et the mark have a prick in't, to mete at, if it may be. 
Mir. Wide o' th' bow hand ! ' Tfaith, your hand is out. 
Coit, Imleed, a' must shoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit 

the clout. 
BoyeL An if my hand be out, then, belike your hand 

is in. 
Coit, Then will she get the upshot by cleaving the pin. 
Afbr. Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips grow 

foul. 
Coit, She's too hard for you at pricks, sir ; t^hallenge 

her to bowl. 
Bayet, I fear too much rubbing ; Good night, my good 

owl. [Keeunt Botet and Maria. 

Cott. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown ! 
3rd, Loi>d ! how the ladies and 1 have put him down ! 
' my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vulgar wit ! 
''hen it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it were, 

so fit. ^ 

rmatho o' th' one side, — O, a most dainty man ! 
o see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan ! 
o see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly a' will 

swear ! — 
ad his page o' t'other side, that handful of wit! 
h, heavens, it is a most padietical nit ! 
>la, sola ! [Shouting within. Exit Cost, runnings 

SCENE II. 

he same. Enter Holofernes, 5tr Nathaniel, and Dull. 

J^ath. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in the 
istimony of a good conscience. 
HoL* The deer was, as you know, in sanguis, — ^blood ; 

[3] L e. a jEood deal to the left of the mark; a term still retained ia modern 
eiimy. DOUCE. 

f4l There is verv little personal reflection ia Shakespeare. Either the virtue 
loose times, or the candour of our author, has so affected, that bis satire is, for 
e JDOSt P-' 't, general, and, as himself says : 

M i taxing like a nild-goote Jliet, 
Unelaim*d ttf anif man.— 

The place before us seems to be an exception. For by Holofernes is designed a 
irtlcular character, a pedant and schoolmaster of our author's time, one John 
lorio* a teacher of the Italian tongue in London, who has given us a small 
leUonary of that language under the title of A World of Words, whieh in h\» 
ptatle dedicatory, he tells us, " is of little less value than Stephen^ s Treasure af 
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ripe as a pomewatei^ — who now hangeth like a j< 
the ear of ccslo, — the sky, the welkin, the heavei 
anon falleth like a crab, on the face of terra^ — ^tli 
the land, the earth. 

J^ath. Truly, master Holofemes, the epithc 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least : But 
assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. 

HoL Sir Nathaniel, haiid credo. 

Dull. 'Twas not a hand credo, 'twas a pricket. 

HoL Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of i 
tion, as it were, in via, in way, of explication ; fa 
it were, replication — or, rather, ostentare, to sho^ 
were, his inclination — afler his undressed, unpc 
uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or rather, ui 
ed, or, ratherest, unconfirmed fashion, — to inser 
my haud credo for a deer. 



the Greek tongue/* the most complete work that was ever yet coiiq>i 

I'iod. In bis preface, be calla those who criticised his works, " sea-d^ 

critics ; monsters of men if not beasts rather than men ; whose teeth tr 

their toongs adders forlcs, their lips aspes poison, their eyes basiliskes, it 

the breath of a grave, their wordl like swordes of Turks, that strive w 

dive deepest Into a christian 1> ing bound before them.** Well therefore 

mild Nathaniel desire Holofemes to abrogate scvrrilUy. His profesaion 

reason that Holofemes deals so much in Italian sentences. There la an 

Ii0ve*s Labour's Lost, printed in 1598, and said to be presented before he 

this last Christmas, 1597. The next year, 1598, comes out our John Fl 

Lin Wofld of Words, recentihus odiis ; and in the preface, fUls upon the c 

^'•.r bringing him on the stage. " There is another sort of leering curs, i 

h . rl&lhan bite, whereof I could instance in one who lighting on a good s 

'*'?(. i...itrman*s, a friend of mine, that loved better to be a poet than to be c 

ca' ;f:d the author aRymer. Let Aristophanes and his comedians mi 

aid Bcowre their mouths on Socrates : those very mouths they make to vj 
be the means toamplifie his virtue," &c Here Shakespeare is so plain 
out as not to be mistaken. As to the * sonnet of the gentleman his frienc 
be assured it was no other than hi.<! own. And without doubt was panx 
very sonnet beginning with — The praiseful princess, &c. in which our aut 
Holofemes say, ht nUl something qffect the letter; for it argues faeili 
the ferocity of this man's temper it was. that Shakespeare chose for hin: 
which Rabelais gives to his pedant of Thubal Holoferne. WARBUR' 
I am not of the learned commentator's opinion, that the satire of Shah 
HO seldom personal. It is of the nature of personal invectives to be i 
telligible; and the author that gratifies private malice, animatn invuh 
destroys the future efficacy of hico'«\n writings, and sacrifices the estei 
reeding times to the lau!;bter of a day. It is no wonder, therefore 
sarcasms which perhaps in our author's time set the play-house in a rota 
lost among general reflections. Yet whether the character of Holof 
pointed at any particular man, I am, notwithstanding the plausibility o 
conjecture, inclined to doubt. JOHNSON. 

Dr. Warburton is certainly ^ht in his supposition that Floiio it me 
character of Holqfernes. Flono had given the first affront *' The plala 
that they plaie in England, are neither right eomedUsj nor righi tragtdU. 
prcieDtaiions of histories without any decorum.** The scraps ik Latin k 
are tranicrlbed from his works, particularly the proverb about Feirfcf • 
been eompted so much^ FARMER. 

i f 6] A ipecies of apple formerty much esteeaed. Malui cmbcnmi^ 
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JMi, I said, the deer was not a hand credo ; 'twas a 
pricket." 

JEW. Twice sod simplicity, his coctus ! — ^O thou monster 
ignorance, how deformed dost thou look ! 

JVath, Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are 
bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it were ; he 
hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not replenished ; he 
b only an animal, only sensible in the duller parts ; 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we thank- 
ful should be 
(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts that 

do fructify in us more than he J 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, or a 

fool, 
So, were there a patch^ set on learning, to see him in a 

school : 
Bat, omne bene, say I ; being of an old father's mind, 
liiany can brook the weather, that love not the rmnd, 
■ DulL You two are book-men : Can you tell by your wit, 
KThat was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet ? 
HoL Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna, good man 
DoU. 
DulL What is Dictynna ? 
A*a^. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
tloL The moon was a month old, when Adam was no 
more ; 
knd raught not to five weeks, when he came to five score. 
fhft allusion holds in the exchange.^ 

DulL 'Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in the ex- 
;hang^. 

HoL God comfort thy capacity I I say, the allusion 
lolds in the exchange. 

[6] Id a play called Tht Return from Parnatsut, 1666, I fiod the foUowiog ac- 
oimt of the difTereDt appellations of deer at their different ages : 
Amoretto. I caused the keeper to sever the rascal deer from the Imckt tf tht 
ntkead. Now, air, a bvck is, the ^rst year, difatvn; the second vear, a pricket : 
10 third year, a sorrel ; the, fourth year, a soare; they?/Y/i, a buck qf thtjlrst 
tad: tbe sixth year, a compleat buck. Likewise your hart is the first year a 
^ t tbe second year, a brocket; the third year, a spade ; tbe fourth year, a 
Uf f the sixth year, dihart. A roe-buck is the first year, a kid; the »econd year, 
glrdi tbe third year, a hemuse ; and these are your special beasts for chase.'* 
■ ' / »- STEEVEWS. 

p] Tbe length of these lines was no novelty on the English stage. The 
lOTalUies afford scenes of the like measure. JOHNSON. 
tn The meaning is, to be in a school would ill become apatcA, or jlow fellow, as 
Nly would become me. JOHNSON. 

ni i. e. tht riddle is as good when I use tbe name of Adam, as when you use tbe 
MM of Caiji. WARBURTON. 
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DuU. And I say the pollusion holds in the exchange ; 
for the moon is never hut a month old : and I say beside, 
that 'twas a pricket that the princess kill'd. 

HoL Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal epi- 
taph on the death of the deer ? and, to humonr the igno- 
rant, I have call'd the deer the princess kill'd, a pridcet 

Ai'cUh. PergBy good master Holofemes, ptrgt ; so it 
shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

Hd. I will something affect the letter ; for it argnei 
facility. 

Tkt praiseful princess pierced and pricked a pretty pltanng 
pricket ; 
Same say, a sore ; but not a sore^ till now made sore wilk 
shooting. 
The dogs didyell ; put I to sore, then sorel jumps from thicket, 
Or pricket, sore^ or else sorel ; the people JaU a hooting. 
If sore be sore, then L to sore makes Jifty sores ; soreLl^ 
Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but one more L. 

Ao/A. A rare talent ! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw,^ look how he claws bio 
with a talent.^ 

Hoi. This is a giA that I have, simple, simple ; a fcol- 
ish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, ob- 
jects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revolutions : these 
are begot in the ventricle of memory, nourished in the 
womb of pia mater : and deliver'd upon the mellowing oJ 
occasion : But tlie gift is good in those in whom it is acute, 
and I am thankful for it. 

JSTatk, Sir, 1 praise the Lord for you ; and so may my 
parishioners ; for their sons are well tutor'd by you, and 
their daughters profit very greatly under you : you are a 
good member of the commonwealth. 

HoL Mehercle^ if their sons be ingenious, they shall 
want no instruction : if their daughters be capable,' 1 

[5] We stiould read,— q^ tore L ,*— alluding to L being the oumeral for fifty. 

WAilBURT&R. 

[6] In our author's time the talon of a bird was frequently written tattui. Htm 
the quibble here, and iu Twelfth Night, •' let them use tbelr talents.^ 

MAIX>inB. 

[7J Honest Dull quibbles. One of the senses of to claw, is to flitttr. STSiS. 

[81 Of this dovbU entendre^ despicable as it is, Mr. Pope and fab eo■l^vlan 
avaijod thezDselves in their uosuccessful comedy called Tlireo Houra Aft VJU^ 
riage. STEKV. —Capable is used equivocally. One of its stnaaa wm wwiWil 
•aJbved with a ready capacity to learn. The other wantf bo eijpUnatloB. 
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vnR put it to them : But, vir sapit, qui pauca loqnitar : a 
•oul ieminiDe saluteth us. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq^ God give you good-morrow, master person. 

Hoi. Master person, — quasi pers-on.' And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest to 
a hogshead. 

HoL Of piercing a hogshead I a good histre of conceit 
in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough 
for a swine : 'tis pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as read me this 
letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent me from 
Don Armatho : 1 beseech you, read it. 

HoL Fauste^ precor gelidd quando pecus omne sub 
umbra. 
Ruminate — and so forth.' Ah, good old Mantuan I I maj 
speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice : 

— FiWgia, Vinegiay 

Chi non te vede^ ei non ie pregia. 

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan !. Who understandeth thee 
not, loves thee not. — Uty re, sol, la, mi, fa. — Under par- 
don, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather, as Horace 
says in his — What, my soul, verses? 
; ^ath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

Hoi, Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; Lege^ 
domine, 

Naih, If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to 
love ? 

Ahy never faith could hold, if not to beauty vowed ! 

[9] So in Holinshed, p. 953, ** Garrard was ftrson of Honie-lane.*' I believei 
kowerer, we abouM write the word-;per8-ofM. The same play on the word 

vieree b put into the mouth of Falstaif STEE V. The words ont and on were, 

J believe, pronounced nearly alike, at least in aome counties, in our autbor^s time ; 
tbe quibble, therefore, that Mr. Steevens has noted, may have been intended as 
the text now stands. In the same style afterwards Moth says : ** Offer'd by a cbilil 
to 10 old man, which is nU-old.^^ Person^ as Sir W. Blaclistone observes in hi« 
Commentaries, is the original and proper term ; Ptrsfma ecclesise. M ALONE. 

[lITbough all the editions concur to give this speech to sir Nathaniel, yet, as 
Dr. Tbirlby ingeniously observed to me, it is evident It must belong to Hoi^Ttnut. 
The curate it employed in reading the letter to himself; and while he is doing so, 
thit tlie stage may not stand still, Holofemes either pulls out a boolc, or, repeating 
leme Terse by heart from Mautuanus, comments upon the characterof that poet. 
Itaptitta Spagnolus, almamed Mantuanua from the place of bis birth, was a writer 
•isf poem, who flouriabed tovardi the latter end of the 15tb century. THEQ. 

13 Vol. Ill \ 
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Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll faithful prove ; 

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers 
howed. 
Study his hias leaves, and makes his hook thine eyes ; 

Where all those pleasures live, that art would com- 
prehend : 
If knowledge he the mark, to know thee shall suffice ; 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee com- 
mend : 
All ignorant that soul, that sees thee without wonder ; 

(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts admire ;) 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder. 

Which, not to anger bent, is music, and sweet fire* 
Celestial as thou art, oh pardon, this wrong. 
That sings heaven's praise with such an earthly tongue ! 

Hoi. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss the ac- 
cent: let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only 
numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, facility, ai^ 
golden cadence of poesy, caret, Ovidius Naso was the 
man : and why, indeed, Naso ; but for smelling out the 
odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention ? Im- 
itari, is nothing : so doth the hound his master, the ape 
his keeper, the tired horse his rider. — But damosella 
virgin, was this directed to you? 

Jaq, Ay, sir, from one monsieur Biron, one of the 
strange queen's lords.* 

IIoL I will overglance the superscript. To the sno:v' 
white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosaline, I will 
look again on the intellect of the letter, for the nomination 
of the party writing to the person written unto : 

Yozir ladyship^s in all desired employment , Biron. 
— Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the votaries with 
the king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a sequent 
of tbe stranger queen's, which, accidentally, or by the 
way of progression, hath miscarried. — Trip and go, my 
sweet ; deliver this paper into the royal hand of the 
king ; it may concern much : Stay not thy compliment ; 
I forgive thy duty ; adieu. 

Jaq, Good Costard, go with me. — Sir, God save your lifel 

Ckist, Have with thee, my girl. [Exe, Cost, and ikOL- 

[2] Shakespeare forgot bioiiielf in this passage. Jaqueaetta knew nothing of 
Biron, and bad said, just before, that the letter bad been seal to her from DoE 
truiAtho. and sivea to hor by Costard. AI. M ASOX. 



Act ir* love's labour's lost. 195 

Nath, Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, very 
religiously ; and, as a certain father saiih 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear coloura- 
We colours.' But, to return to the verses ; Did they please 
v'ou, sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

HoL I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain pupil 
)f mine ; where if, hefore repast, it shall please you to 
stratify the table with a grace, I will, on my privilege 1 
lave with the parents of the foresaid child or pupil, un- 
lertake your hen venuto ; where I will prove those verses 
;o be very unlearned, neither savouring of poetry, wit, 
lor invention : I beseech your society. 

J^aih, And thank you too : for society, (saith the text,) 
!s the happiness of life. 

Hoi, And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes it. 
—Sir, [To Dull,] I do invite you too ; you shall not say 
ne, nay, nay : pauca verbc. Away ; the gentles are at 
Ifaeir game, and we will to our recreation. lExeunt, 

SCENE JIT. 

Another part of the same. Enter BmoN, with a paper, 

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer ; I am cours- 
ag myself: they have pitch'd a toil ; I am toiling in a 
)itch 'y* pitch that defiles ; defile ! a foul w.ord. Well, 
Set thee down, sorrow ! for so, they say, the fool said, and 
o say I, and 1 the fool. Well proved, wit! By the Lord, 
his love is as mad as Ajax: it kills sheep; it kills me, 

a sheep : Well proved again on my side ! I will not 
ove : if I do, hang me ; i'feith, 1 will not. O, but her 
lye, — ^by this hght, but for her eye, I would not love 
ler ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the 
rorld but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, I do 
ove : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be melan- 
hoFy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and here my mel- 
nchol}'. Well, she hath one o' my sonnets already ; 
he clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the lady hath it : 
weet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lady I By the world, 

wouM not care a pin if the other three were in : Here 
:omes one with a paper; God give him grace to groan ! 

[Gets up into a tree, 

[31 That is, specious, 01- fair seeming appearances. JOHNSON. 

M Alluding to ladv Roualiue's complexion, who is through the vhole ^U^j \^\x^- 
eotod as a bhick beauty. JOHNSON. 
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Enter ihe Kingy with a paper. 

King. Ah me ! 

Biron. [Aside.] Shot, by heaven! — Proceed, sweet 
Capid ; thou hast thump'd him with thy bird-bolt mider 
the left pap : — Pfaith secrets. — 

King. [Reads.] So sweet a kiss the golden stm gives not 

To Aosefre^ morning drops upon the rose^ 
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smote 

The night of dew^ that on my cheeli down flows : 
Abr shines the silver m^on one hailf so bright 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep^ 
As doih thy face through tears of mine give light; 

Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep : 
Ab dropf but as a coachy doth carry iheey 

So rtdest thou triumphing in my woe ; 
Do but behold the tears (hat swell in me. 

And they thy glory through my grief will show : 
But do not love thyself; then tlwu mlt keep 
My tears for glasses , and still make me weep. 
O queen of queens ^ how far dost thou excel ! 
No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell, — 

How shall she know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper. 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here ? 

[Steps aside. 

Enter Lonoaville, with a paper. 

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear. 

Biron. [Aside.] Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, 

appear ! 
Long, Ah me ! I am forsworn. 
Biron. [Aside.] Why, he comes in a like perjure, 

wearing papers.* 
King. [Aside.] In love, I hope ; Sweet fellowship in 

shame ! 
Biron. [Aside.] One drunkard loves another of the name. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjur'd so ? 
Biron. [Aside.] I could put thee in comfort j not by 
two, that I know : 
Thou mak'st the triumviry, the corner-cap of sociej;y, 
The shape of love's Tyburn that hangs up simplicity. 

Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to move : 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 

[5] TbB punishmeiitor perjury ii to tveu on th« hreuta paper eipreuiee tU 
crime. JOHNSON. 
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These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 

Btr<m. [Mde.] O, rhymes are guards on wanton Cu- 
pid's hose : 
Disfigure not his slop.^ 

Zxmgf. This same shall go. — [He reads the sonnet 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

{^Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument^ 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Voms^for thee broke, deserve not punishment, 
A woman I forswore ; but, I zsnll prove. 

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace being gained, cures all disgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which ofi my earth dost shine, 
ExhaVst thds vapour vow ; in thee It is : 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ; 
Ifbym>e broke. What fool is not so wise 
To lose an oath to win a paradise ? 

Biron, [Aside,'] This is the liver vein,'' which makes 
flesh a deity ; 
A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o' th' way. 

Enter Dumain, with a paper. 

Long, By whom shall I send this ? — Company! stay. 

[Stepping aside, 

Biron, [Aside.] All hid, all hid, an old infant play :^ 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky. 
And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o'er-eye. 
More sacks to th' mill ! O heavens, I have my wish ; 
Dumain transform'd : four woodcocks in a dish \ 

Dum. O most divine Kate ! 

Biron, O most profane coxcomb ! [Aside 

Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 

Bir. By earth, she is but corporal -^ there you lie. [Asi. 

Dum, Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.' 

[6] Slops KTB large and wide-knee^d breeches, the garb in fashion in ourauthoifB 
davs, as we may olierve from old family pictures. THEOBALD. 

7] The livef was anciently supposed to be the scat of love. JOHNSON. 

8' Ml hid. All hid,— The children's cry at hide and seek. MUSGBAVE. 

9' The word corporal in Shaliespeare's time, was used for corporeal. M AL. 

^1 J To cote is to outstrip, to overpass.^ The beauty of amber consists in its va - 

rlegated c/o«d{n«5x, which Dianain caUs foulness. The hair of bis mistress in va^ 
ried sbaduKS exceeded those of amber. STEEVENS. 
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Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. [Asi 

Dum> As upright as the cedar. 

Biroiu Stoop, I say ; 
Her shoulder is with child. [.flndf, 

Dum, As fair as day. 

Biron, Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must shine. [jIji*. 

Dum, O that 1 had my wish ! 

Long, And I had mine ! [Asiit, 

King, And 1 mine too, good Lord I [Aside. 

Biron, Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good 
word ? [Asiii, 

Dum, I would forget her ; but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember'd be. 

Biron, A fever in your blood, why, then incision* 
Would let her out in saucers ; Sweet misprision ! [Ande. 

Dum. Once more Til read the ode that I have writ. 

Biron, Once more Til mark how love can vary wit. 

[Aside, 

Dum. On a day^ (j.dack the day!) 

Love, uhose month is ever May, 

Spied a blossom, passing fair y 

Flaying in the u anion air : 

Tlirough (he velvet leaves the wind^ 

All V7ise€n, ^gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death, 

JVish*d himself the heaven^ s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so /* 

But alack, my hand is sworn, 

Ne'^er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet; 

Youili so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Do not call it sin in me. 

That I am forsworn for thee : 

2%ow for whom even Jove wotdd meary 

Juno but an. Ethiop were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love,'-^ 

This will I send ; and something else more plain, 
That shall express my true love's fasting pain. 

[2] It was the fashion among the youDg gallanta of that age. to stab themselTeB in 
the arms, or elsewhere, in order to driok their mistresses health, or write her nam* 
>n^beir blood, asaproofof their pasrioo. M. MASOM. 

IS) Ftrbaps we may better retdy-lfc I iiq\M 1 m\t,ldL, %&« . lOHNSOK. J 
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O, would the King, Biron, and LongayilIe> 
Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjured note ; 
For none offend, where all aJike do dote. 

Long. Dumain, thy love is far from charity, 
That in love's grief desir'st society : [Advancing 

You may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 
To be o'erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, [Advancing,] you blush ; as his your 
case is such ; 
You chide at him, offending twice as much : 
You do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 
Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart. 
I have been closely shrouded in this bush, 
And mark'd you both, and for you both did blush. 
I heard your guilty rhymes, observ'd your fashion ; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ah me ! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes : 
You would for paradise break faith and troth ; 

[To Long. 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[7b Dumain. 
What wiH Biron say, when that he shall hear 
A fkith infring'd, which such a zeal did swear ? 
How will he scorn ? how will he spend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 
I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me : 

[Descends from the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 
Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears. 
There is no certain princess that appears : 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing ; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonnetting. 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot ? 
You found his mote ; the king your mote did see ; 
But I a beam do Bad in each oi thiee^ 
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0, what a scene of foolery I hare seen, 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen 1 

me, with what strict patience have I sat, 
To see a king transformed to a gnat !^ 

To see great Hercules whipping a gigg, 

Andprafbund Solomon to tune a jig^, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the hoys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys !* — ^ , 

Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain : 

And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ?— 

And where my liege's ? all about the breast :— 

A caudle, ho ! 

King, Too bitter is thy jest. 
Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view ? 

Biron, Not you by me, but I betray'd to yoa \ 

1, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow, I am engaged in ; 

1 am betray'd, by keeping company 

With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute's time 
In pruning me ? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 
A leg, a limb ? — 

King, Soft ; Whither away so fast ? 
A true man, or a thief, that gallops so ? 

Biron, I post from love ; good lover, let me go. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq, God bless the King ! 

King, What present hast thou there ? 

Co^t, Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Coit, Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King, If it mar nothing neither, 
The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jaq, I beseech your grace, let this letter be read ; 
Our parson misdoubts it ; 'twas treason, he said. 

[4] Mr. Toilet seems to think this contains an allusion to St. Matthttv, zxiii. 34, 
ivhere the metaphorical term of a gnal means a thing of least importance, or what 
if proverbially small. STEE YENS. 

Biron is abusing the King for his sonnetting liice a minstrel, and compares .him to 
a riaf, which always sings as it flies. M. MASON. 

[6 J Critte and Critical are used by onr author in the same seme as cynic and c^nf* 
^s I«go, speaking of the fair sex declares he is nothing if not critical. 

STEEYENSs 
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King, Biron, read it over. Giving him the letter. 

Where hadst thou it ? 
Jaq. Of Costard. 
King. Where hadst thou it ? 
Cost, Of Dun Adramadio. Dun Aoramaaio 
King, How now ! what is in you ? why aost thon tear it ? 
Biron, A toy, my liege, a toy ; your g^ce needs not 

fear it. 
Lo7ig. It did move him to passion, and therefore let'd 

hear it. 
Dum, It is Biron^s writing, and here is his name* 

[Picks up the pieces, 
Biron- Ah, you whoreson loggerhead^ you were bom 
to do me shame. — [7b Costard 

Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make up 
the mess : 
He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true ; we are four : — 
Will these turtles be gone ? 
King. Hence, sirs ; away. 

Cost, Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors stay. 

[Exeunt Costard and Ja^. 
Biron, Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us embrace ! 
As true we are, as flesh and blood can be : 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face , 

Young blood will not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were bom ^ 
Therefore, of all hands, must we be forsworn. 

King. What, did these rent lines show some love of thine? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees the heavenly 
Rosaline, 
That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east. 
Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken blind. 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast f 
What peremptory eagle -sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blmded by her majesty ? 

Vol. HL- ^2 
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King. What zeal, what fury hath inspired thee now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light* 
Biron, My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Bir6n : 

O, but for my love, day would turn to night ! 
Of all complexions the cullM sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fyc, painted rhetoric! O, she needs it not: 
To things of sale a seller's praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot. 
A wither'd hermit, five -score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifly, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-bom, 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy. 
O, 'tis the sun, that makcth all things shine ! 
King, By heaven, thy love is black as ebony, 
Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O, who can give an oath ? where is a book? 

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King, O paradox! Black is the badge of hell, 

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night ; 
.\nd beauty's crest becomes the heavens well.'' 

Biron, Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light. 
O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt. 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair,^ 
Should ravish doters with a false asp<^ct ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is counte d painting now ; 

[6] Bemethiog like this is a slaDza of sir Henry Wottou, of which the poetical 
reader will forgive the insertion : 

*' Tou meaner beauties of the night, . 

" That poorly satisfy our eyes 
*' More by your number than your light, 

** Tou common people of the skies, 
" What are you when the sun shall rise V JOHNSON. 

(7J Id heraldry, a crttt is a device placed above a coat of arms. Shakespeare 
tb^efore assumes the liberty to use it in a sense equivalent to top or vtmosi htigM^ 
as he has used tpire in CorioUuau. TOLLET. 

[8] Viurping hair alludes to the fashioD, which prevailed among ladies lo our 
autlior*6 time, of wearing false hair or pertnigt, «a \hfe^ -««{« i\v«^ caMvI^ \ieCQte 
UiMt kiad of coverJog for tbe bead nm tioni\>y m«i^. 'NLi^'LQf^^ 
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And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself hlack, to imitate her brow. 
Dum, To look Hke her, are chimney-sweepers black. 
Long, And, since her time, are colliers counted bright. 
Ktng. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Biron, Your mistresses dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours should be wash'd away. 
King. 'Twere good, your's did ; for, sir, to tell you 
plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not wash'd to-day. 
Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day here. 
King. No devil will fright thee then so much as she. 
Dum^ I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Look, here's thy love : my foot and her face 
see. [Shoxsnng his shoe. 

Biron. O, if the streets were paved with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 
Dum. O vile ! then as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk'd overhead. 
King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love ? 
Biron. O, nothing so sure ; and thereby all forsworn; 
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Bir6n, now 

prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Diim. Ay, marry, there ; — some flattery for this evil. 
Long. O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets,^ how to cheat the devil. 
Dum. Some salve for perjury. 
Biron. O, 'tis more than need ! — 
J f live at you then, affection's men at arms :* 
Consider, what you first did swear unto ; — 
To fist, — to study, — and to see no woman ; — 
Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast ? your stomachs are too young; 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to study, lords, 
In that each of you hath forsworn bis book: 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 

r?] QuilUt'x^ iUc poc.uliar won! applied to law-chicane. I ima^inethe origioal 
to be this, in the French plea<lingd, every several allegation in the plaiotitTs 
charge, ami rvery distinct plea in the defendant's answer, began with the words 
yuVil-ett ; — from whence wa^ rornied the word quillet, to signify a false charge or 
an evasive answer. WARBURTON. 



#?re 



[li ji man a! arms^ is a soldier armed at all points \>d\.Yi q^«ti^\n^^ «3Dl\^^«^ 
Yeiy. It is BO more Um, Ye sotdieri of ij^ctioiK 30\\^^0^. 
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For when would you, my lord, or you, or you. 

Have found the ground of study's excellence, 

Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive ; 

They are the ground, the books, the academes, 

From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

Why, universal plodding prisons up 

The nimble spirits in the arteries ;* 

As motion, and long-during action, tires 

The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman's &ce, 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes : 

And study too, the causer of your vow : 

For where is any author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye ?* 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself. 

And where we are, our learning likewise is. 

Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes. 

Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 

O, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books ;' 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with ?* 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ;* 

And therefore finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes. 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But with the motion of all elements. 

Courses as swifl as thought in every power ; 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 

[1 ] In the old Bystem of physic they gave the same office to the arteries aa is now 
given to the nerves. WARBURTON. 

i2] i. e. a lady*8 eyes give a fuller notion of heauty than any author. JOHN 

Pj i. e. our true books from which we derive most information ;— the qref of 
women. ALALONE. 

M Ifumbers are, in this passage, nothing more than podieal nuanires. * CoaW 
jou/ says Binm, * by solitaiy contemplation, have attained such poetical fire, nvk 
•pritelT numbers, as have been prompted by the eyes of beauty V JOBNSOX 

fij Am we ay, ktcp the JMraae, or Mcf tMVt Ve^ VL. ^te»Si. 
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When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd ;• 

Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible, 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 

Love'6 tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 

For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Stiii climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical, 

As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair f 

And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 

Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony.^ 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were tempered with love's sighs ; 

0, then his lines would ravish savage ears, ' 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 

They are the books, the arts, the academes. 

That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 

Else, none at all in aught proves excellent: 

Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 

Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 

For wisdom's sake, a word, that all men love ; 

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men ; 

Or for men's sake, the authors of these women : 

Or women's sake, by whom we men are men ; 

Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths : 

It is religion to be thus forsworn : 

For charity itself fulfils the law ; 

And who can sever love from charity ? 

King, Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the field ! 

Biron, Advance your standards, and upon them, lords j 
Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advis'd, 

\(^^ i. e. A lover in pursuit of his mistress has his sense of bearing quicker than a 
thief (IV ho suspects every sound he hears) in pursuit of his prey. WARB. 

17 J This expression, like that other in the Two Gentlemen of Verona, of 

Orphtus^ harp wat strung with poets* tincwi., 

is extremely beautiful, and highly figurative. Apollo, ai the sun, is represented 
with golden hair ; so that a lute strung with his hair, means no more than strung 
with gilded wire. WARBURTON. 

[» I The meaoing i^, whenever love speaks all the goda join their ToicM vith hit 
in harmonious concert H£ATH.— -For maktif read maki. See tlM ncitd 
writings : " The number of the namei together vcre about u hundred uul tweotf ^ 
Acts I 15. MALOlfE. - * - - 
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In conflict that you get the sun of them.* 

Long. Now to plain dcalin<^ ; lay these glozes by : 
Shall we resolve to woo tliese girls of France ? 

King. And win them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Biron. First, fi-om the park let us conduct them 
thither ; 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
AVe will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Surh as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels* dances, masks, and merry hours, 
l\»ro-run f.iir Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King. Away, away I no time shall be omitted, 
'.I'hiil will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Bir. Allans! Allans ! — SowM cockle reap'd no corn ; 
And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. \ExewiU 



ACT Y. 

.*?CENK I. — Anodic r jHirt of the same. £jifcr Ho lof ernes > 

Sir Nathamel, and Dull. 

Holof ernes, 
.KVnS quod svfficit. 

J\\i4h, I praise God for yon, sir: your reasons at din- 
ner have been sharp and sententious ;* pleasant without 
fiourrillty, witty without alTcction,^ audacious without 

[bj In tiie tIayH of archery, ii war of c('n<*tKjuriire to Lave the sun at Uie back of 
Ihe boi\3ieji, and iu the fare of the enemy. This circiunstaiire ivas of great a'l- 
vantjije to our Henry the Fifth at the batficof Agincourt.— Our poet, however, I 
believe, had also an equivoque in his thoughts. MALONE. 

[1] Tliis proverbial expression intimates, that beginning with perjury, they can 
e«j>c«:t to reap nothing but falsehood. WAllBUUTON. 

[li] I know not well what degree of respect Shakespeare intends to obtain for his 
virar, but he has here put into his mouth a finished representation of coUo<xuial 
cxcelleiu-c. It is very difficult to add any thing to his character of the acbool- 
mastfTs tuMc-tdlk, and perhaps ail the precepts of Castiglione will scftrcely be 
found to romprchend a rule for conversation so justly delineated, so widely dilated. 

and lo nicciy limited. It may be proper just to note, that reason here, tnd iu 

nuny other places, signifies <fueo»r«/! ; and that autfacioiu is used in a good sense 
Uiv spirited, animated, confident. Opinion is the same with obstiKacv or opiniatreti. 

JQHN80K. 

PJie. witteutaffectikioD. STill&VllK^. 
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impudency, learned without opinion, and strange without 
heresy. I did converse this quondam day with a com- 
panion of the king's, who is intituled, nominated, or called, 
DoD Adriano de Armado. 

Hoi. JVovi hominem tanquam te : His humour is lofty, 
his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye am- 
bitious, his gait majestical, and his general behaviour vain^ 
ridiculous, and thrasonical. He is too picked,^ too spruce, 
too affected, too odd, as it were, too perigrinate, as I may 
call it. 

Nailu A most singular and choice epithet. 

[Takes out his table-book. 

IIoL He draweth out the thread of his verbosity finer 
than the staple of his argument I abhor such fanatical 
phantasms, such insociable and point-devise companions ; 
such rackers of orthography, as to speak, dout, fine, when 
he should say, doubt ; det, when he should pronounce, 
debt; d, e, b, t: not, d, e, t: he clepeth a calf, cauf; 
half, hauf; neighbour, vocatur, nebour; neigh, abbrevia- 
ted, nc : This is abhominable* (which he would call 
abominable,) it insinuate th me of insanie ; J^e intelligis do- 
mine ? to make frantic, lunatic. 

JVath, Laits deo^ bone intelligo 

IIol. Bone ? — bone^ for bene, : Priscian a little scratched ; 
'twill servo. 

Enicr Armado, Moth, and Costard. 
AttJ/i. Fidesne quis venit ? 
lIoL Video, 4' gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra ! [To Moth. 

IIoL Qware Chirra, not sirrah ? 
^rm. Men of peace, well encountered. 
HoL Most mihtary sir, salutation. 
Moth. They have been at a great feast of languages, 
and stolen the scraps. [To Costard aside. 

[4] To have tlio beard piqued or F^orn so as to end in a point, was, in our author's 
time, a mark of a traveller affecting foreign fashions. JOHNSON. 

Piqued may allude to the length of the shoes then worn. Bulwer says,—'* We 
ireare our forked shoes almost as long again as our feete, not a little to the iiludranco 
of the action of the foote ; and not only so, but they prove an impediment to rever- 
CDtiall devotion, for our bootes and shooes are so long snouted, that we can hardly 
knecle in God's house." STEEVENS. . , ^ .« 

I believe picked (for so it should be written) signiBes nieeljj^ drcrt in genertl, 
without reference to any particular fashion of dress It ia a metapnor taken from 
birds, who dress themselves by piekina out at pruning \XiVa broken or luperfLuoos 
feathers. TYHWHITT. . ^^ ,, ,^, 

[6] >f6Aom£nflW* .—Thus the word is coDsUntly spell ia tho QldiBiTUWM«aA,^NMiL 
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Cost O, they have lived long in the ahns-baaket^ of 
words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee for a 
word ; for thou art not so long by the head as hanorifica- 
hilitudinitatibus :'' thou art easier swallowed than a flap' 
dragon.* 

Moth. Peace ; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [To Hol.] are you not lettered ? 

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn-book : — 
What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on his head ? 

Hol, Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn : — ^YoQ hear 
his learning. 

HoL Quisy quis, thou consonant ? 

Moth, The third of the five vowels, if you repeat them ; 
or the iiflh, if I. 

Hol, I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth, The sheep : the other two concludes it ; o, u.' 

Arm, Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterraneum, a 
sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snip, snap, quick and 
home ; it rejoiceth my intellect : true wit. 

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man ; which is 
wit-old. 

Hol, What is the figure ? what is the figure ? 

Moth, Horns. 

Hol, Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy gig. 

Moth, Lend me your horn to make one, and I will 
whip about your infamy circum circa ; A gig of a cuck- 
old's horn ! 

Cost, An 1 had but one penny in the world, thou shouldst 
have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is the very re- 
muneration I had of thy master, thou half-penny purse of 
wit, thou pigeon-egg of discretion. O, an the heavens 
were so pleased, that thou vvert but my bastard ! what a 
joyful father wouldst thou make me ! Go to ; thou hast it 
ad dunghilly at the fingers' ends, as they say. 

HoL O, I smell false Latin ; dunghill for unguem. \ 

Arm, Arts-man, presafnbula ; we will be singled from ^ 

[6] The refuse meat of families was put ioto a basket io our auUior*t *i* m , and 
Ziwa to the poor. MALONE. 

[7] This word, whencesoever it cornea, is often mentiooed as the loKot word 
Inown. JOHNSON. 

[8] A flap-dragon in a small inflammable substance, which topen twalkm la a 
Class of wiM. STEfiVENS. 

19} By Of U, Moth would mean— Oh, ycfu.— i. e. Tom axe 11l« %hfifin at!Q« fWttu 
rV/n^AatterfrhichofusrepiBaUX^eBi. TB£.O^k\A>« 
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the bartmrous. Do you not educate youth at the charge* 
house on the top of Uie mountain ?' 

Ht>L OVf nums, the hill. 

\trm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

ESoi. I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and afr 
fection, to congratulate the princess at her pavilion, in 
the posteriors of this day ; which the rude multitude caU^ 
the afternoon. 

Hoi. The posterior of the day, most generous sir, iB 
liable, congruent, and measurable for the afternoon : the 
word is well cull'd, chose ; sweet and apt, I do assure 
you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm, Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and my &- 
miliar, I do assure you, very good friend : — ^For what is 
inward between us, let it pass :-i— I do beseech thee, 
remember thy courtesy; — I beseech thee, apparel thy 
head ;* — and among .other importunate and most seri- 
ous designs, — and of great import indeed, too ; — ^but let 
that pass : — ^for I must tell thee, it will please his grace 
(by the world) sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder ; 
and with his royal finger, thus, dally with my excre* 
ment, with my mustachio :' but sweet heart, let that pass. 
By the world, I recount no fable ; some certain special 
honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, a 
soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the world : but 
let that pass. — The very all of all is, — ^but, sweet heart, 
I do implore secrecy, — ^that the king would have me pre- 
sent the princess, sweet chuck,^ with some delightful os* 
tentation, or show, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work. 
Now, understanding that the curate, and your sweet self, 
are good at such eruptions, and sudden breaking out of 
mirth, as it were, I have acquainted you withal, to the 
end to crave your assistance. 

HoL Sir, you shall present before her the nine worthies. 
Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some entertainment of time, 
some show in the posterior of this day, to be rendered by 
our assistance, — the king's command, and this most 

rn The charge-house— I suppose, is the free-sehsol. STEEVBNS. 

[2J By ♦* remember thy courtesy," I suppose Armado means—" remember tlat 
all this time thou art staoding with thy hat off." STEE VEN8. 

[3] The author calls the beard valour's excrement in The Merchant of Venice. 
*• JOHNSON 

[4] i. e. chicken ; an ancient term of endearment. STEEVENS« 

14 Vol. lU. 
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gallant, illustrate, and learned gentleman, — ^before the 
princess ; 1 say, none so fit as to present the nine worthies. 

JVath» Where will you find men worthy enough to pre- 
sent them ? / 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself; myself, or this gallant genfle- 
man, Judas Maccabsus ; this swain, because of his great 
limb or joint, shall pass Fompey the great ; the page, 
Hercules. 

Arm, Pardon, sir, error : he is not quantity enough 
for that worthy's thumb : he is not so big as die end of 
his club. 

Hoi. Shall 1 have audience ? he shall present Herca* 
les in minority : his enter and exit shall be strangling a 
snake ; and I will have an apology for that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the audience 
hiss, you may cry : well done, Hercules I now thou 
crushest the snake ! that is the way to make an offence 
gracious ; though few have the grage to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the worthies ? — 

Hoi, I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice -worthy gentleman ! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 

Arm, We will have, if this iadge not, an antick. I be- 
seech you, follow. 

Hoi, Via, good man Dull ! thou hast spoken no word 
all this while. 

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 
• Hoi, Allons! we will employ thee. 

Dull, ril make one in a dance, or so ; or I will play on 
the tabor to the worthies, and let them dance the hay. 

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE IJ. 

Another pari of the same. Before the Princess* pavilion. En- 
ter Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds !— 
JUook you, what I have from the loving king. 

Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with that ? 

Prin. Nothing btit this ? yes, as much love in rhyme, 
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper, 
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Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all ; 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 

Ros, That was the way to make his god-head wax ;* 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath, Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with him ; he kill'd yoifir 
sister. 

Kath, He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 
And so she died : had she been light, like you» 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 
She might have been a grandam ere she died : 
And 80 may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

Eos. What's your dark meaning, mouse, of this light 
word? 

Kaih. A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Ros, We need more light to find your meaning out 

Kath. You'll mar the light, by takbg it in snuff; 
Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument. 

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i' th' dark. ] 

Kath, So do not you ; for you are a light wench. 

Ros. Indeed* I weigh not you ; and therefore light. 

Kath, You weigh me not,— O, that's you care not for me« 

Ros, Great reason ; for. Past cure is still past care. 

Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit^ well play'd.^ ^, 
But Rosaline, you have a favour too : 
Who sent it ? and what is it ? 

Ros. I would, you knew : 
An if my face were but as fair as yours. 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron : 
The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 
i am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter! ^ 

Prtn. Any thing like ? ^ 

Ros. Much, in the letters ; nothing in the praigl. 

Prin, Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 

Kaih, Fair as a text B in a copy book. 

Ros. 'Ware pencils I'' How ? let me not die your debtor, 

[5] To max anciently signified to grow. It is yet said of the mooD, that sbe 
nates and wanes. STEEVENS. 

£61 A term from tennis. STEEVENS. 

r^l Rosaline, a black beauty, reproaches the fair Katharine for painting. 
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My red dominicaly my gulden letter: 

O, that your &ce were not so full of O's ! 

Kath. A pox rf that jest ! and beshre w all shrews ! 

Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Domain ? 

Katk, Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover, 
Some thousand verses of a ^thful lover : 
A huge translation of hypocrisy. 
Vilely compird, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Longaville ; 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less : Dost thou not wish in heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never part. 

Prill. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers so. 

Ro8. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so* 
That same Bir6n I'll torture ere I go. 
O, that I knew he were but in by th' week ! 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek ; 
And wait the season, and observe the times. 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes ^ 
And shape his service wholly to my behests ; 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests !* 
tSo portent-Uke would I o'ersway his state. 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate.^ 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are catch'd, 
Ab wit turnM fool :* folly, in wisdom hatch'd, 
Ilath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school ; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

[8] Tho meaning of this obscure line seems to be, " I would make him proud lo 
flaUer rae wbo make a mock of his flattery " Edin. Mag. STEEVENI5. 

[91 loJHLrarces. to show, the inevitable approaches of death and destiny, the 
Fool of 1W farce is made to en)pl(.'> all his stratagems to avoid Death or Fate . 
which Tjifcjtratagems as they are onlered, bring; the FooU at every turn, Into tlic 
very jawMT FaU. To this Shakespeare all udes again in Measure for Mcasvrc : 

" merely thou art Drath'sfool ; 

*' For him thou labour*st by thy flis;ht to shun, 

" And yet runn'st towards liim still."— WARBURTON. 

Uotil some pnxtf be brought of the existence of such characters as Dea^ and the 
Foo2, in old farces, (for the mere assertion of Dr. Warburtou is not to be relied on.'- 
this passage must be literally understood, independently of any particular allu&ioii 
The old reading might probably mean — ** so tcq^nglv would I o*ersway,*' &c. 

DOUCE. 

[1] Tbne are obssrvatlons worthy of a man who hasBunreycd human nature with 
i^c/oMrt attention. JOIINgON. 
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Ro8» The blood of youth burns not with such excess^ 
As g^vity's revolt to wantonness. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note, 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, wortli in simplicity. 

EnHr BoYET. 

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his ^e. 

Bmfet O, I am stabb'd with laughter? Where's her 
grace ? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet, Prepare, madam, prepare ! — 
Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach disg^'d, 
Armed in arguments ; you'll be surpris'd : 
Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly henge. 

Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid !* What are they 
That charge their breath against us ? say, scout, say. 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour : 
When, lo I to intermit my purpos'd rest. 
Toward that shade i might behold addrest 
The king and Lis companions : warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And overheard what you shall overhear ; 
That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 
That well by heart hath conn'd his embassage : 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 
Thus must thou speak^ and thus thy body bear : 
And ever and anon they made a doubt. 
Presence majostical would put him out ; 
For, quoth the king, an a7is;el shalt thou see ; 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously. 
The boy reply 'd, An angel is not evil; 
I shoxdd have feared her, had she been a devil. 
With that all laugh'd, and clapp'd liim on the shoulder ; 
Making tlie bold wag by their praises bolder. 

[2] JohnsoD censures the Princess for invoking with so much levity the patron of 
her country, to oppose hl8 power to that of Cupid ; but tliat was not her iDteotioo. 
Being determined to engage the King and his followers, she gives for the word of 
battle St. Dennis, as the King, when he was determined to attack her, had given 
for the word of battle 5(. Cupid : 

'' Saint Cupid then, and, soldiers, to the field." M. Ml^O^ 
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One rubb'd his elbow, thus : and fleer'd, and swore, 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his finger and liis thumb, 
Cry'd, Via ! we nnll doU, come rvhat will come : 
The third he capcr'd and cried, All goes well : 
The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears,' 
To check their folly, passion's solemn tears. 

Prin» But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 

Boyet, They do, they de ; and are apparePd thus. — 
Like Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess,^ 
Their purpose is, to parlc, to court, and dance : 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know 
By favours .several, which they did bestow. 

Prin, And will they so ? the gallant shall be task'd : 
For, ladies, we will every one be maak'd ; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despite of suit, to see a lady's face. 
— Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear ; 
And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine ; 
So shall Birdn take me for Rosaline. — 
And change you favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes. 
^ Ros. Come on then ; wear the favours most in sight. 

Kath» But, in this changing, what is your intent ? 

Prin, Th' effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 

[3] The tpleen was anciently supposed tu Lc the cause of laugbter. STEEV. 

[4] A mask of iMuacovites was no uncommon rccreatioa at court long before oui 
nulhor*B time. lu the first year of King Henry the Eighth, at a banquet made fi)i 
the foreign embassadors in the parliameut-chamher at Westminster : " came tbi 
lurde Henry, Earl of Wiltshire, and the lordc Fitzwater, in twoo long gouoeio! 
yellowe satin traversed with white satin, and in every ben of white was a beod ol 
crimson satin after the f&sbion of Russia or Ruslaude, with furred liattee of grty oi 
their bedes, either of them havyng an hatchet in their handes, and bootei wit! 
I>vk«8 turned up.*' Hall. Henry Vill. p. 6. This extract may serve to cODvey u 
idea of the dress urea uiK)n theure^ent occa&iou by the King and his Lonk n thi 
performance of the play. RITSON. 
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With visages displayed, to talk, and greet. 

Ro8, But shall we dance, if they desire us toH ? 

Prin, No ; to the death, we will not move a foot : 
Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace ; 
But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyeu Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's heart. 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it ; and, I make no douht, 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'erthrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 
And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame. 

[Trumpets sound Tvitkiu* 

Boyet. The trumpet sounds ; be mask'd, the maskers 
come. [The ladies mask. 

Enter the King^ Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, in Rus* 
sian habits, and masked; Moth, Musicians, and Attendants, 

Moth, All hail, the richest beauties on the earth ! 

Boyet, Beauties, no richer than rich taffata.^ 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames, 

[The ladies turn their backs to him. 
That ever turned their— backs — to mortal vicxscs I 

Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 

Moth, That ever turned their eyes to mortal vietest 
Out— 

BoyeU True ; out, indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouchsafe 
Kot to behold — 

Biron, Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold TultJi your sun-beamed eyes, — mth 
your sun-'beamed eyes — 

Boyct. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth, They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectness? begone, you rogue. 

Ros. What would these strangers ? know their minds, 
Boyet : 
If they do speak our language, 'tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 
Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess ? 

£6] l e* tlie taflkta muki thsf wore to concetl tIieiBielT» THSfii&KUBl* 
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Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle Tisitatioii. 

Ro8. What would they, say they ? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 

Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be gone. . 

Boyet. She says you have it, and you may be gone. ,' 

King. Say to her, we have mcasur'd many miles, 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. , | 

Boyet. They say, that they have measur'd many a mile, 
To tread a measure with you on this grass.^ 

Ros. It is not so : ask them, how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measured many, 
The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither, you have measur'd miles. 
And many miles ; the princess bids you tell, 
How many inches do i\\\ up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps 

Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros. How many weary steps, 
Of many weary miles you have o'crgone. 
Are number'd in ihe travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you ; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite. 
That we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face. 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. Blessed arc clouds, to do as such clouds do ! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine 
(Those clouds removM) upon our wat*ry eyne.' 

Ros. O vain pctitionor ! beg a greater matter; 
Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water. 

King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe one 
change : 
Thou bid'st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 

Ros. Play, music, then : nay, you must do it soon. 

[Music plays. 
Not yet ; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 

[6] The measures were dances solemn am] slowr. They were performeil at court, 
EDd at public entertainments of the sonielica of laiv and equity, at their baJlf, on 
{MUticular occa.sion8. It was Turmerly not deemed incon8i;iteut with proprietr 
even for the gravest persons to Join in them; and accordingly at the revels whleii 
^vere celebrated at the inns of court, it has not been unusual for the first characters 
in the law to become performers in Ireading the mtatures. See Dugdale*! Origiiut 

PI When Queen Elizabeth asked an embassador bow he liked ber ladlM, * It'is 
Bwlt* nid bt, • to Judgs of stars in the preseoce of the suo.» JOHNSOX. 



**t. 
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King. Will yon not dance ? How come you thus es- 
trang'd ? 

JRot. Ton took the moon at full ; but now she's chang'd. 

JSTtng. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
Th^ music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it 

/2of. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King. But your legs should do it 

Km. Since you are strangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice : take hands ; — we will not dance* 

King. Why take we hands then ? 

jRo*. Only to part friends : — 
Court'sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 

King. More measure of this measure ; be not nice. 

12d«. We can afford no more at such a price. 

Smg. Prize you yourselves; What buys your com* 
^ pany? 

Bm. Your absence only. 
' £ff^. That can never be. 

Bm. Then cannot we be bought : and* so adieu - 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 

i2o5. In private then. 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

Bit. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is three. 

Birott. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so nice) 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey ; — Well run, dice ! 
There's half a dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu ! 
Since you can cog,' I'll play no more with you. 

Biran. One word in secret. 

Prin. Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev'st my gall. 

Prin. Gall ! bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. {They converse apart. 

Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a word ? 

Mar. Name it. 

Dum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord, — 
Take that for your fair lady . 

(SJ To cog, ilgiflfiM tofals^ the dUe, waA t9fali\fy a mrtMWi ^^j^fcj- 

Vol. HI. It 
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Dum. Please it you, 
As much in private, and PU bid adieu. [They convene 
Kaih. What, was your visor made without a tong 
Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
Kath. O, for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long. 
Long, You have a double tongue within your ma 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 
Kaih. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ; — Is not veal f 
Long. A calf, fair lady ? 
KatiL No, a fair lord calf. 
Long, Let's part the word. 
Kath. No, ril not be your half: 
Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these 
Will you give horns, chaste lady ? do not so. [n 
Ka^. Then die a calf, before your horns d9 gxx| 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I cue. 
Kath. Bleat sofUy then, the butcher hears you c 
I • [They convene 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are a 
As is the razor's edge invisible, 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference ; their conceits have wis 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifler 
Ro8. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, br< 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoi 
King. Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple 
[Exe. King, Lords, Moth, Music, and Atte 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites. — 
Are these ^he breed of wits so wonder'd at ? 
Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet 1 

puff 'd out. 
Ros. Well-liking wits' they have ; gross, gross ; 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 
Will they not, think- you, hang themselves to-night 

Or ever, but in visors, show their faces ? 
This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. 
Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases ! 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 
Prin. Birdn did swear himself out of all suit. 
Mar. D umain was at my service, and his sword 

p] WM-Uktug ii the tuoe, as embOHwHtU. So, in Job uzix. 4 : " Tt 
oaes are lo goUliiktg.** STEE VBNS. 
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No pointy quoth I ;* my servant straight was mute. • 

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o'er his heart ; 
And trow you, what he cdl'd me ? 

Prin. Qaalm, perhaps. 

Ka^. Tes, in good &ith. 

Prin, Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Ro8. Well, hotter wits have worn plain statute-caps.* 
But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Birdn hath plighted faith to me. 

Kath. And Longaville was for my service horn* 

Mar, Dumain is mine, as sure as hark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again he here 
Jn their own shapes ; for it can never he, 
They will digest this harsh indignity. '^ 

Prin. Will they return ? ^ 

Boyet They will, they will, God knows ; 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with hlows : 
Therefore, change favours ; and, when they repair^ 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 
f Prin, How hlow ? how hlow ? speak to be understood. 

Boyet, Fair ladies, mask'd, are roses in their bud* 
Pismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown. 
Are angels vaDing clouds, or roses blown.^ 



[1] Poini in French is an adverb of negation; but, if properly apolceD, isn» 
iottoded like the point of a sword. A quibblie, howeyer, is intendecf. From' this 
and the other passages it appears, that either . our author was not well acquainted 
with the pronunciation of the French language, or it was different formerly to 
what it is at present. The former supposition appears to me much tlie aiore pro- 
bable of the two. M ALONE. 

[2] Thu line is not universally understood, because every reader does not Iinow 
that a statute-cap is part of the academical habit. Lady Rosaline declares that her 
expectation was disappointed by these courtly students, and that better nits might 
be found in the common places of education. JOHNSON. 

Woolttn caps were enjoined by act of parliament, in the year 1571, the 13th of 
Queen Elizabeth. '* Besides the bills passed into acts this parliament, there was 
one which I judge not amiss to be taken notice of— -it concerned the Queen*8 care 
for employment for her poor sort of subjects. It was for continuance of making 
and wearing woollen cap.s, in behalf of the trade of cappers ; providing, that all 
above the age of six yeares, (except the nobility and some others) should on sabbath 
days and holy days^ wear caps of wool, knit, thicked, and drest in England, upon 
penalty of ten groats." Strype's Annals of Q,ueen Elizabeth. Vol. II. p. 74. 

OREi • 

This act may account for the distinguishing mark of Mother Red-cap. STE. 

The king and his lords probably wore hats adorned with feathers. So they are 
represented in the print affixed to this play in Mr. Rowe's edition, probably from 
iome stage tradition. MALONE. 

[3] Ladies tnunatVd, S9iys "Boyet J are like angels vailing clouds^ or letting thme 
clouds which obscured their brightness, sink from before them. JOHNSON. 

Holinshed says, " The Britains began to avale the hills where they had lodged,'^ 
t. e. they began to descend the bills. If Sliakespeare uses the word vailing in (hit 



220 rovE's labour's lost. act r. 

Prin, Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do, 
If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'dy 
Let's mock them still, as well known, as disguis'd i 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
Disguis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless g^ar ; 
And wonder, what they were ; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely peon'd, 
And their rough carnage so ridiculous, 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet Ladies, withdraw ; the gallants are at hand. 

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land. 

[Exe, Prin, Ros. Kath. and Mar. 

Enter the Kingy Biron, Longaville and Dumain, t» I^V 

proper habits. 

King. Fair «ir, God save you ! Where is the princess ? 

Boyet, Gone to her tent : Please it your majesty. 
Command me any service to her thither ? 

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 

Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. [Exit. 

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 
And utters it again when God doth please : 
He is wit's pedler ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels,^ meetings, markets, fairs ; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know. 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve : 
He can carve too, and lisp : Why, this is he, 
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy ; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, . 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms f nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly ;* and, in ushering, 

sense, the meaning is— Angels desceodiog from clouds whicb concealed their beau- 
ties. TOLLET. 

To avale comes from the French aval, term de batelier. STEEVfiNS. 

[41 ff^aes keal, that is, be of health, was a salutation first used |>y the Lady Soir- 
ena to King Vortiger. Afterwards it became a custom in villages, on new jeer's 
eve and twelfth night, to carry a masnl or toaittail bowl from house to nome* 
which was presented with the Saxon words above mentioned. Hence in process of 
time massd signified intemperance in drinl^g, and also a meeUfig fat the puipost 
offeativity. M ALONE. 

[51 The mean in music is the tenor. So Bacon : ** The treble cntteth the tir mi 
<* slnrp, as it retumeth too swift to make the sound equal ; tod therefbte ■ aesB or 
*' tenor Is the sweetest" STB£VENS. 



ACT V, love's LABOUR'S LOST. 221 

Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 
This is the flower that smiles on every one, 
To show his teeth as white as whales bone :^ 
And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blister on his sweet tongoe, with my heart. 
That put Armado's page out of his part ! 

Enter the Princess, ushered by Botet ; Rosaline, Maria, 

Katharine, and Attendants, 

Biron, See where it comes! — Behaviour, what wert 
thou. 
Till thi? man showM thee ? and what art thou now ? 
King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day ! 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as 1 conceive. 
King, Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to visit you ; and purpose now 
To lead*you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 
Prin, This field shall hold me ; and so hold your TOW : 

Nor God, nor I, delight in peijur'd men. 
Ktng. Rebuke -me not for that which you provoke ; 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue : vice you should have 
spoke ; . 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I sboi^ld endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest : 
So much 1 hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O, ^ou have liv'd in desolation here. 

Unseen, un visited, much to our shame. 
Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ; 
We have had pastimes here, and pleasant g^ame ; 

(6] At wMh at whales bone is a proverbial coinpartson in the old poets. ' 
Bkelton joios the nhaUt bone with the brightest precious stones, in describing the 
posHioaofPaUas. T. WARTON. 

It'ihould be remembered that some of our ancient writers supposed ^ory to be 
part of the bones of a whale. ST£G V£N S. 

This whiie nhale his bone^ now superseded by ivory* was the tooth of the fforic* 
nhalet Morse, or Walrus, as appears by King Alfred's preface teUi SULCUl tnii»* 
UmuQiOrotiut, HOLT Wa^Tfi. 
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A mess of Russians lefl us but of late. 

King. How, madam ? Russians ? 

Prin, Ay, in troth, my lord ; 
Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

• Ros. Madam, speak true : — It is not so, my lord ; 
My lady, (to the manner of the days,) 

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted here with four, 

In Russian habit : here they stay'd an hour. 

And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Btron. This jest is dry to me. — Fair, gentle sweet, 
Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet ^ 
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature,' that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 

• Ros, This proves you wise and rich ; for in my eyi 
Biron, I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Ros. But that you take \vhat doth to you belong. 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess. 

Ros. All the fool mine f 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Ros. Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 

Biron. Where ? when ? what visor ? why demand 
this? 

Ros. There, then, that visor ; that superfluous cast 
That hid the worse, and show'd the better face. 

King. We are descried: they'll mock us now downri 

Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

Prin. Amaz'd, my lord ? Why looks your highness J 

Ros. Help, hold his brows ! he'll swoon ! Why \ 

fou pale ? — 
, think, coming from Muscovy. 

Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues foi:. perj 
Can any face of brass hold longer out?— - 
Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout ; 



[f\ Tbis to a yvij lofty and el«svit eomplimeBt. JOHNSON. 
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Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And I will wish thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O ! never will I trust to speeches penn'd, 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy's tongue ; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song: 
Tafifata phrases,, silken terms precise, 

Three-pird hyperboles,® spruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical ; these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
I do forswear them : and I here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God 
knows !) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be expressed 

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 
And, to begin, Wench, — so God help me, la! — 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Ros. Sans s^^, I pray you.** * 

Biron, Yet 1 have a trick 
Of the old rage : — bear with me, I am sick ; 
I'll leave it.l?y degrees. Soft, let us see ; — 
Write, Lord have mercy on us,^ on those three J 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
These lords are visited ; you are not free, 
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. 

Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokens to us. 
Biron, Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 
JHos. It is-not so ; For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ?* 

Biron, Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 



[8] A metaphor from the pile oT velvet. So, in The Winter* s Tale, Aut<riTeiu 
tajs: *' 1 have worn lAree-pi/e." STECVENS. 

[9] i. e. nWioiUsaiis; without French vrords: an afTeotatioD of which Biron bad 
been guilty in the last ihne or bis speech, though just before he had forsnom all 
affectation in phrases, terms, &c. TYRWHITT. 

[1] Thiswaa the inscription put upon the door of the houses infected with the 
plague, to which Biron compares the love of himself and his companions ; and pur- 
suing the metaphor finds the ioktnt lilcewise on the ladies. The tolcens of the plague 
are tiie first spots or discolouratioos, by which the infection is known to be re^ 
ceived. JOHNSON. 

[2] That is, how can those be liable to forfeiture that begin the process? Tbe 
jest lies in the arabiRuity of nee, which signified, tQ arotteute b]f Ian, orto»^r» 
pHUiofh JOHNSON. ^ 
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Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Bircn, Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 

King^ Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude trans- 
gression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prin. The direst is confession. 
Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Prin. And were you well adyis'd ?* 

King. I was, fair madam. , 

Prin. When you then were here, i 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ? S 

King. That more than all the world I did respect her. ^ 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will reject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. . 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear: 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear.^ 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prin. I will ; and therefore keep it : — Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? 

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye -sight ; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover* 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam V by my life, my troth, 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain« 
Tou gave me this : but take it, sir, again. I 

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did g^ve ; 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 
And lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear : — 
What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ? 

Biron. Neither of either ; I remit both twain.— < 
I see the trick on't ; — ^Here was a consent, 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dash it, like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please -man, some slight zany,' 

fSI i. e. actinc with suflElcieot deliberation. STEEVfiKS. 

Xv ^^ /^^ "^^ ^ ^^ B>oi^ ^^^^* 9^ "*^* ^ difieuUg. This is m Twy jot 
^nmrwntiim. Tlie crime which has been once committed, is einmiiSttiBdaBikli with 
lassrttltiGtaiM& JOHNSON. i 

l») A amy is a buffooo, a merry Andrew^ a cross mimiek. STESYSNS. > 
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Some mumble -news, some trencher-knight,^ some Dick> 

—That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 

To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd,-^ 

Told our intents before : which once disclos'd, 

The ladies did change favours ; and then we, . 

Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forsworn ; in will, and error. 

Much upon this it is : — And might not you, [To Bo yet. 

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you know my lady's foot by th' squire/ 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ?' 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
^You put our page out : Go, you are allow'd f 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your shrowd. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye, 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 
Ilatk this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lot be is tilting straight ! Peace ; I have done. 

Enter Costard. 
Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know, 
Whether the three worthies shall come ioy or no* 

Biron, What, are there but three ? 

Cost, No, sir ; but it is vara fine, 
For every one pursents three. 

Biron, And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost, Not so, sir; under correction/ sir ; I hope, it is 
not so : 
You cannot beg us, sir,^ I can assure you, sir ; we know 

what we know : 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

[6] See a few lioes below : 

" And stand between her back, sir, and the firCt 
" Holding a «rencA<r,"—&c. M ALONE. 
[7] From etqvUrre^ French, a nt/e, or square. The sense is nearly the same as 
that of the proverbial expression in our own language, he hath got the length i^het 
foot ; i. e. he hath humoured her so long that he can persuade her to what he 
[deases. HEATH. ■ 

[81 i. e. yon may say what you will; you are a licensed fool, a coiDOOon jeiter. 
So, \n Twitfih-mght: 

" There is no slander in an allorv'd fool." WARBURTON. 
fS] That is, we are not fools ; our next relations cannot beg the wardship, of eiTr 
Mffwns and fortuoes. One of the legal tests of a itatural is to try whethtf he can 
Timnber. JOHNSON. 

J 5 Vol. 111. ^L% 
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Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost, Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil it 
doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, it were a pity yoa should get your 
living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors^ 
sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount : for my own 
part, I am, as they say, but to parfect one man,— ^'en 
one poor man ; Pompion the great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 
' Cost, It pleased them, to think me worthy of Pompion 
the great : for mine own part, 1 know not the degree oi 
the worthy ; but I am to stand for him.* 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will take some 
care. [Exit Cost, 

King. Bir6n, they will shame us, let them not ap- 
proach. 

Biron. We arc shame-proof, my lord : abd 'tis some 
policy 
To have one show worse than the king's and his company. 

King. I say, they shall not come. 

Prin^ Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you now : 
That sport best pleases, that doth least know how : 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents, 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth, 

£tron. A right description of our sport, my lord* 

Enter Arhado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy 
royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words* 

[Armado converses with the King^ and 

delivers him a paper. 

Prin. Doth this man serve God ? 

Biron. Why ask you ? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making. 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch : 
for, I protest, the school-master is exceeding fantastical ; 

'HI Thliia a stroke of satire whieht to this hour, has lost oothinfof itafixce. 
Few perlbnaen ve solicitous about the history of the character ther «t te 
** " '■■■"* STEEVJUKS. 
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too, too yain ; too, too vain. But we will put it, as they 
sajr, to fortuna delta guerra. I wish you the peace of 
mind, most royal couplement ! [ExiU 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of worUiies : 
He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, Pompey the 
great; the parish, curate, Alexander; Armado's page> 
Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Machabaeus. 
And if these four worthies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the other fi?e. 

Biron. There is ^Ye in the first show. 

King. You are deceived, 'tis not so. 

Biron, The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priest, 
the fool, and the boy : — 

Abate a throw at novum ;* and the whole' world again^ 
Cannot prick out ^yq such, take each one in his vein* 

King. The ship is under sail ^ and here she comes amaiou 

\Statz brought for the King^ PrinctUy ^^ 

Pagiani of the JWn« WorthicB.^ Enter Costard arm* d, for 

PoMPEY* 

Cost, I Pompey am, — 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. I Pompey am, — 

Boyet. With libbard's head on knee.^ 

— ^— — ^— — — ^^^-^'— — '^^— 

[2] I suppose the meAoiog is, Except or put the chanee of the dips out ot the 
questioD, aud tlie world caooot produce five such as these. AbaU, from the Fr. 
■Mr*. MALONS. 

[31 To MS. Harl. 2057, p. 31, is " The order of a showe InteBded to beitade 
Aug. 1, 1621." 

** Fir:it, 2 wood men, &c. 

«• St. George figbtiog with the dragon. 

*• The 9 worthies in coinpleat armour with crownes ofgould oo their heads, every 
one having bis esquires to beare before htm his shield and penon of armes, dressed 
flr cording as these lords were accustomed to be : 3 Asaaralits, 3 InfldelSf S-Chriatians. 

" After them, a Fame, to declare the rare virtuM and imble deedescMf the 9 
worthye women.'* 

Such a pageant as this, we may suppose it wu the desigir of Shakeq>eare to 
ridicule. 6TEEVENS. 

** This sort of procession was the usual recreation of eur ancestors at Chrlstnat 
and other festive seasons. 6uch things, beioi; chiefly plotted and compoaed by 
^norant people, were seldom committed to writing, at least with the view of pre- 
servation, and are of course rarely discovered in the researcheaof even the moat 
industrious antiquaries. ADd it is certain that nothing of the kind (except the 
speeches in this scene, which were intended to buriesque them) ever appeared Isi 
print '* This observation belongs to Mr. Ritson, who has printed a genuine specteee 
of the poetry and manner of this rude and ancient drama, from an origiial manu- 
seript of Edward the Fourth's time. (Tanner's MSS. 407.) REED. 

■ [4] This alludes to the old heroic habits, which on the knees and shoulden had 
WHUuly by way of ornament, the resembJaoce of a leopard's or lion's head. 

' WAEBITRTOJH. 
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Btron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be friends | 

with tlice. ■ 

Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey sumarrCd the big, — 

Dum, The great. 

Cost. It is great, sir; — Pompey sumam*d the great; ' 
nat oji inJUldy with targe and shield, did make my foe t6 | 
sweat : ^ 

Andy travelling along this coast, I here am come by chance , \ 
And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet Ian of 

France, 
If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I had done. < 
JPnn. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth ; hut, I hope, I was per-, 
feet : I made a little fault in, great. 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey prores the best 
worthy. 

EtUer Nathaniel arm^d, for Alexander. 

J^ath* H'^en in the Ttjorld I liy^d, I was the world^s torn- 
mander ; 
By east, west, north, and south, I spread my cojiqttering 

might : 
My ^scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alisander. 
Boyet. Your nose says no, you are not ; for it stands I 

too right.^ 
Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this, most tender- ■ 

smelling knight. 
Pm. The conqueror is dismay'd : Proceed, good j 
Alexander. ; 

JVaCA. When in theworld I liv^dj I was the world's com* 

mander ;— 
Boyet. Most true, 'tis nght ; you were so, Alisander. 
Biron. Pompey the great, — 
Cost. Your servant, and Cost&rd. 
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Alisander. 
Cost. O, sir, [To Nath.] you have overthrown Ali- 
sander the conqueror ! You will be scraped out of the 
painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds his poll-ax 
sitting on a close-stool,' will he given to A-jax :* he will 

[6] It ihouki be remembered, to relish this joke, that the head of Alexander wai 
placed obliquely oo his shoulders. STEE V £N S. 

Si This alludes to the arms given in the old history of the JVine WtHkUi, to 
exander, the which did beare geulea, a lion, or teUuiU to a ckntr, liridill 9 
lN(ttle-ax aifent.'* Leigh*a Accidence of Armory, 1597. T0LI£T. 

.. CBlTterafeaconctitof JjMaDd«ial«<. JOHNSON. 
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be the ninth worthy. A conqueror, and afeard to speak ! 
ran away for shame, Alisander. [Nath. retirti,]--^ 
There, an't shall please you; a foolish mild man; an 
honett man, look you, and soon dashM ! He is a mar^ 
rellons good neighbour, insooth ; and a very good 
bowler : but, for Alisander, alas, you see, how 'tis ;-— «i 
little o'erparted :^ — But there are worthies a coming will 
speak their mind in some other sort. 
Prin, Stand aside, goocT Pompey. 

EnUr HoLOFERi7ES arm* d, for Judas^ and MoTB arm^dy 

for JSerculei, 

HoL Great Hercules is presented by this imp^ 

Whose club kiWd CeAerus^ that three-headed CSoiai ; 
Andy when he was a babe, a childy a shrimps 
Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus : 
Q;aoniam, he ^eemeth in minority ; 
£rgo, / come mih this apology,-^- 

Keep some state in thy exit^ and vanish. [Exit Moth. 
HqL Judas I am, — 
Dum. A Judas ! 
Hoi, Not Iscariot, sir. — 
Judas lam^ ycleped Machabcsus. i 

Dum» Judas Machabaeus dipt, is plain Judas. ^ 

Biron, A kissing traitor : — ^How art thou proy'd Judas ? 
HoL Judas I amy — 

Dum, The more shame for you, Judas. 
HoL What mean you, sir ? 
Boyet, To mak*e Judas hang himself. 
HoL Begin, sir ; you are my elder. 
Biron. Well follow'd : Judas was hang'd on an elder 
HoL I will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron, Because thou hast no face. 
HoL What is this ? 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
Dum, The head of a bodkin. 
Biron, A death's face in a ring. 
Long, The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen 
Boyet. The pummel of Caesar's faulchion. 
Dum, The carv'd-bone face on a flask.* 

rsl That to, the part or character allotted to*him in this piece is too eoaiU||HnM«< 

MALOliw. 

i1] i.e. a loldler's powder-horn. STBEV£KS. 
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Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch. 

Dum, Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer: 
.^d now, forward ; for we have put thee in countenance. 

Hoi, You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces. 

Hoi. But you have out-racM them aU. 

Biron, An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyet, Therefore, as he is, dn ass, let him go. ] 

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ? 

Dum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biron. For the ass to the Jude ; give it him :-— Jud-as. 
away. 

HoL This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas : it g^ows dark, he 
may stumble. 

Prin. Alas, poor Machabsus, how hath he been baited •' 

Enter Armado arm^d^ for Hector* 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles ; here comes Hector 
in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan* in respect of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Dum. 1 think, Hector was not so clean-timber'd< 

Tjong. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No ; he is best indaed in the ^all^ 

Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Dum. He's a god or a painter ; for he makes faces. 

.Arm. llie armipotent Mars, of lances- the almighiy; 
Oave Hector a gift, — 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves.* 



f fll A Trojan, I beli«Te, was in the time of Shalcespesre, a cant term for « tkit^. 
So, Fd King Henry IV. P. I. *• Tut, there are other Trojmu, that thon drtui'it 
■otor."&c. STEEVEIfS. [3] L e. of laoce-men. ST£KVEir& 



U] Ad orange stuck nUh doves mpears to have been a coiiiaK» M«^^faar*i 
lift. A gVt nutmeg is mentioned by Ben JoDsoo as a preaent od th« aame oeoiioB. 
The use, however, of an orangey be. max ^ aicertained Aroa Tke Setrnd^B^ok* 
^IfotabU Thtngts, by Thomas LuptOn, 4to. bl. 1. : •• Wyne wyU b* pliMint in 
taste and savour if an orni^ or a lamon (stickt round about wtth CiMt9u) to huiMi 
ifltblntfaeveaitiltbatittoucheDOtthewyDe. And so the wym wvil bt prwvffl 
rrmfoysUBesaiMlcvyUaaTour.*' 5T££VENS. 
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JDtffn. Nof cloven. 
Arm. Peace ! 
The amdpoterU Mars, of lances the almighty^ 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Hum ; 
A man 90 breath^ dy that certain he would Jight^ yea 

From mom till night, out of his pavilion* 
I am thcU flower, — 

Dum, Tbat mint. 

Long, That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longayille, rein thy toAg^e. 

Long, I must rather give it the rein ; for it nins against 
Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ; sweet 
chuckSy beat not the bones of the buried : when he 
breath'd, he was a man — But I will for?rard with my de- 
vice : Sweet royalty, [To the Prijicess.] bestow on me the 
sense of hearing. [BiRoir whispers Costard « 

Prin, Speak, brave Hector ; we are much delighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard; 

Arm, IJiis Hector far surmounted Hannibal, — 

Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is gone ; 
^he is two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou ? 

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, the poor 
wench is cast away : she's quick ; the child brags in her 
belly already ; 'tis yours. 

Arm. Dost thou iniamonize me among potentates ? thou 
shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp'd, for Jaquenetta 
that is quick by him ; and hang'd, for Pompey that is dead 
by him. 

Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet, Renowned Pompey I 

Biron, Greater than ^reat, g^at, gpreat, great 
Pompey ! Pompey the huge ! 

Dum.. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd : — More Ates, more Ates f 
stir them on ! stir them on ! 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

[61 Thatis,iDore instinUoo. AtS wu tM wMbkif^m foMw IhMt iMillit 
Moodibed. JOHN^T 
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Biron, Ay, if he have no more man's blood in*8 belly 
than will sup a flea. 

Arm. Bj the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Coit. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern man ; 
ril slash ; I'll do it by the sword : — I pray yon, let me 
borrow my arms ag^n.^ 

Dum, Room for the incensed worthies. 

Cost. I'll do it in my shirt. 

Dum. Most resolute Pompey ! 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole lower* 
Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for the combat ? 
What mean you ? you will lose your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me ; I will not 
combat in my shirt. 

Dum. Tou may not deny it ; Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for't ? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I hare no shirt ; I go 
woolward for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for want 
of linen :^ since When, I'll be sworn, he wore none, bat a 
dish-clout of Jaquenetta's ; and that a' wears next his 
heart, for a fiivour. 

Enter Mercade*. 

Mer. God save you, madam ! 
Prin. Welcome. Mercade ; 
J}ut that thou interrupt'st our merriment. 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring 

[(^j The ireapoiB tnd armour vhich he wore in the character of Poawej. 

(7] This HBay possibly allude to a story well known in our autlwr'a tine, tothia 
eftect :— A Spaniard at Rome falling in a duel, as he lay acpiring« as iiitiBSta friend, 
by chance, came by, and oiTered him his best services. The dyiBf man told Um he 
jiadbntOne request to make him, but conjured him, by the memory of tkek past 
friendship, punctually to comply with it, whicbwa8,Bot to sulllir^im tobeatnpt, 
but to bury him as be lay, in the habit he then had oa When Uus waa {mmdHd^ 



the Spaniard closed his eyes, and expired with great compoaur« and 

But his friend*! curiosity prevailing over his good fiuth, he hid himatript, uA ftNUd, 

to his great luipriie, that be was without a shirt W ARBURTON. 



To go fvoo/fvard, 1 believe was a phrase appropriated to pilgrims and [ 
Skinner derives troelfvard from the Saxon wol, jrfofnf, secondarOyMyffu^ dli* 
frtff, and weard, Uward. Thus, saya he. It sipiifies, «* la mmti»4itmmiu k fs- 
PftttUont aiaffni maH aHuUMus.** I rather think It aboold be writtn »^M»ani. 
•HmtkwnmttolhidtBifMlfnAnotfilKm. T. WARTCMV. 



ACT V. love's LABOUK's LOST. 233 

Is heavy in mv tongue. The king your father--^ 

Prtn, Dead, for my life. 

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron, Worthies, away ; the scene begins to cloud. ^ 

•^rm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath : I have 
seen the day of wrong through the little hole of discre- 
tioD, and I will right myself like a soldier. ' 

[Exeunt Worihies. 

King, How fares your majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; J will away to-night. 

King, Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin, Prepare, I say. — I thank you, gracious lordSf 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat, 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide, 
The liberal opposition of our spirits :^ 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it.^ — ^Farewell, worthy lord! 
A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short %f thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain'd. 

King, The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : ' 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love. 
The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 
Yet, since love's argument was first on foot, 
Let not the cloud ef sorrow justle it 
From what it purpos'd ; since, to wail friends lost, 
Is not by much so wholesome, profitable. 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin, I understand you not ; my griefe are double* 

Biroh, Honest plain words best pierce the ear of grief; 
— And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths ; your beauty, ladies. 
Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours 
Even to th' opposed end of our intents : 
And what in us hath seemed ridiculous, — 

£8] U&fral— JVee to exeets, BTEEVBNS. 
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As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye 

Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of foriii8> ^ 

Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 

To every varied object in his glance : 

Which party-coated presence of loose love 

Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes. 

Have misbecomM our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 

Suggested us to make :^ Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 

Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, . 

By being once false for ever to be true 

To those that make us both, — ^fair ladies, you : 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin 

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prin, We have receiv'd your letters, full of love 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jesf, and courtesy, 
As bombast, and as lining to the time :' 
But more devout than this, in our respects. 
Have we not been ; atid therefore met your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Dum. Our letters, madam, show'd much more thai 

Long, So did our looks. 

Ros. We did not quote them so. 

King, Now, at the latest minute of the hour. 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin, A time, me thinks, too short 
To make a world-without-end bargain in : 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, ' . 
Full of dear guiltiness ; and, therefore this, — 
If for my love (as there is no such cause) 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 
Your oath I will not trust ; But go with speed 
To some, forlorn and naked hermitage, 

m That is, UmpUd ui. JOHNSON. 

[1 J This line is obscure. Bomhatt was a Icind of loose texture not usUki 
sow called »a4di»i* *i*^ ^ p^^ ^® dre^ee of that time buiic and protol 
without much increase of wMght ; whence Uie same name b given to eh 
words unsupported by solid' sentiment The princess, theraore, sayik t 
eons i deredthb courtship as but bombattt as something to fill out life, whiel 
^ eloNly united with », might be thrown away at pleasure. - JOBin 



ACT V. love's labour's LOST. iSB 

Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning : 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial, and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year. 
Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts ; 
And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 
I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house ; 
Raining the tears of lamentation. 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 
Neither intitled in the other's heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest« ' 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye i 
Hence ever then, my heart is in thy breast. 
. [Btron, And what to me, my love ? and what to me ? 

Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are rank ; 
You are attaint with fitults and perjury ; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest. 
But seek the weary beds of people sick.*] 

Dum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ?. 

Kaih. A wife ! — a beard, fair health, and hones^ ; 
With three -fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum, O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? 

KatL Not so, my lord ; — a twelvemonth and a day 
I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come. 
Then, if 1 \kdive much love, I'll give you some. 

Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 

Long. What says Maria ? . 

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end, 
Vl\ change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

[21 These six verses both Dr. Thurlby tod Mr. Warhurton eoociir to thinlc 
sliould beexpuDged; sod therefbre I have put them between crotcheCiz not that 
they trere aa interpolation, but as the author's draught, which he amrwardi re- 
iected, and executed the same thought a little lower with much iQOTe tfmt tad •!•:• 
CMice. THfiOBALD. ' 
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Long, I'll stay with patience ; but the time is long, 

Mar, The liker you ; few taller are so yoong. 

Biron, Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me, 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 
What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 
Impose some serrice on me for thy love. 

Ro8. Oil have I heard of you, my lord Bir6n, 
Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 
Which you on all estates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : 
To weed this wormwood from vour fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With g^aning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit. 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of d( 
It cannot be ; it is impossible :. 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Eos, Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit. 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace, 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jest's prosperity hes in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 
DeaTd with the clamours of their own dear groans,* 
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit,. 
And I shall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your rerormation. 

Biron. A twelvemonth ? well, befal what will befi 
I'll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital.^ 



[3] Duf ilioild keic, as io many other places, be dere, sad, odious. JO. 

[4] The charaetera of Biron and Rosaline suffer much by comparisoo wi 
or BatdUkvDd StmMce. We know that Lovers Labour* s Lost wfes the el 
JwBMBee ; aad as our author new more experieoced in dramatic writiic I 
MvesMO turn mueb he could Improve on hu own originals. To this circiB 
pRMii, w«are Mebtad for the more perfeek comedy of iSnch Ado abmd 1 

STEXV 



ACT V. LOVfi's LABOITR'a' LOST. ftS^ 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I take ay leare. 

(To the King. 

King, . No, madam : we will bring you on your way, 

BtVon. Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies' courtesy 
Might well have. made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelyemonth and a day. 
And then t'will end. • 

JBiron. That's too long for a play. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe mO)— 

Prin. Was not that Hector ? 

Dtim. The worthy knight of Troy ? 

Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave : I 
iun a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold the 
plough for her sweet love three years. But, most esteem- 
ed greatness, will you hear the dialogue that the two 
learned men have compiled, in praise of the owl and the 
cuckoo ? it should have followed in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 
' Arm. Holla ! approach. — 
Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, Moth, Costard, and 

others. 
This side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the i»phng ; the 
one maintain'd by the owl, the other by the cuckoo. Ver, 
begin. 

SONG. 

Spring. When daisies pied, and violets blue. 
And tody-smocks all sxlver-white, 
And cuckoo'buds^ of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows with delight. 
The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 
Cuckoo; 



Jn Gerard, in his Herbal^ 1597, says, that tbe /lot cuevU emrdamintt te. m 
ed ** in English euekoo-flowert, in Norfolk Canitrbvrjf'belht and ft JfiMqitofct 
in CliMlktre ladU-tmoekt.*' Shakespeare, however, might not have been BufBeieiiCiy 
ikUled in botany to be aware of this particular. _ . „« ^ ^_» 

BSr. Toilet has observed, that Lyte in his Herbal^ 1578 and 1579, Ninarla, tint 
«iiv«fl|Mare in French, of some called eoquu, prime vere, and btayet A eepj". 
TUs, M thinks, wiU suAciently account for our anther's otdteo-hMb , fty vniBl* 
■uppM«cof»f{4K»iNl<tobeneant. STEEVENS. 
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'25S LOTE^S I.ABOVE'8 Z.OST. ACT? ' ^^ 

Cuckoo f ciie^,— O word of fear ^ 
UrtpUasif^ to a married ear ! 

II. 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straiwtf 

^nd merry larks are ploughmen^ s elocktj 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and dawe^ 

And maidens lleach their summer vnocki, 
T%e cuckoo then, on every tree^ 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo; ^ ^^ 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O Tvord of fear ^ 
Unpleasing to a married ear / 



III. 

Winter. When icicles hang by the wallf 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nailf 
And Tom bears logs xnto the hall. 

And milk c^mes frozen home in pail^ 
When blood is nipp'd, and ways be foulf 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, . 

To'Who ; 
Tu-whit, tO'Who, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel^ the pot* 

rs] i. e.froiB the e«vea of the thatch or other roofing, from which in the momins 
icicles «re found depending in great abtwdance, after a night of froit Our author 
(whose images are all taken from nature) has alluded in The Tempett, to the drops 
of water that after rain flow from such corerings, in their natural unfroxen state -. 

** His tears run down his beard, like ninier*s drops 

" Prom eaves qf reeds.** MALONE. 

p] So, in King Henrw VI. Part III : 

" What tia>e the shepherd, blofH»t </ ^i* fMit/«, 

•• Can neither call it perfect day or night." MALO^B. 

[8] This word is yet used in Ireland, and signifies to scum the pot. 

GOLDSMITH. 

Etel the pot, i: e. cool the pot : " The thing is, they mix their thickiog of oatnnal 
«Dd water, which they call blending the lUting (or tithing,) and put it in the pot, 
when they set it on, because when the meat, pudding aikl turnips are all in, tnej 
cannot so well mix it, but *tis apt to go into IvmpH ; yet this method of theirs 
rendon the pot liable to boil over at the first rising, and every subeequeiA ioci i Me 
•f the lire; to prevent which it becomes necessary for one to attend to cool it oc- 
easioDally, by lading it up frequently with a ladle, which th^ call kuUH the 
pet, and is indeed a greasy ofilce." Gaii. Mag. 1760. This account Mtflw to be 
Mcorate. RITSON. 

To keel signifies to tool in general, without any reference to thf kitcbai. Mr. 
I«8ibe observes, in his notes on the ancient metrical History of Tk» JBaUU if 
JFfoddtn, that it is acommoo thlag ia the Nortk *« for a maid lerTani tottki MidtC 






t: 



AST ▼■ * LOT! B LiMOVK t LOBT. 239 

IV. 

When 'all aloud Ike wind doth bl(yw, . 

Jthd cottghing drovmt the parton'i ran,* ^ 

Jind hirdi ail brooding in Ihe mow, 

And Marian"! note looki red and raw. 
When roatUd craht* hist in the bowl, 
Then nightly n'n^i the ttaring owl, 

To-mko; 
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note, 
. While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

. .irm. The words of Mercury are' liarrii after the songs 
of Apollo. You, that way ; we, this way, 

• [ExetMt. 

ibDlliDEpotairAHii, 1. a. s amtll (juuUtr, Tic ■ porTiiign' or Ewo otknU, iM 
ttieoto Bltuptht pot wltb cmd naier. tlia broth IbiulikM out.il ollsit Ui 
krili:il aim. iDtbiimuserfrciiy Joukceledtlitpat. 

•' He'i bus Cnt me lbs kcetinf nUn." STEEVEKE. 



Diailn: "Head ihephecd. do" 1 Bad tbv im <i( mitbt," be: II U, I bell 
UHdbcn. MAU3KB. 

[O i e. tbawildipplancalltKl. STBEVENS. 

Tbe ban] ftiat ba suppotad to be Itled witb tie i ■ tout lul (om ipi 
auiar baiKE adiMil, nbalil called lim^'i >tgo( it produced. MAI.U.VE. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



Taming of the Shrew.] — ^We have hitherto supposed 
Shakespeare the author of The Taming of the Shrew, but 
ills property in it is extremely disputable. I will gire my 
opinion, and the reasons on which it is founded. I sup- 
pose then the present play not originally the work of 
•Shakespeare, but restored by him to the stage, with the 
whole Induction of the Tinker ; and some other occasional 
improvements ; especially in the character of Petruchio. 
It is very obvious that the Induction and the Play were 
either the. works of different hands, or written at a great 
interval of time. The former is in our author^s best man* 
ner, and a great part of the latter in his worst, or even 
below it Dr. Warburton declares it to be certainly 
spurious ; and without doubt, supposing it to have been 
written by Shakespeare, it must have been one of his 
earliest productions. Yet it is not mentioned in the list of 
his works by Meres in 1598. 

I have met with a facetious piece of Sir John Harington, 
printed in 1596, (and possibly there may be an eariier 
edition,) called The Metamorphosis of Jljax, where I sus»- 
pect an allusion to the old play : '* Read the Booke of 
Taming a Shrew, which hath made a number of us so per- 
fect, that now every one can rule a shrew in our countrey, 
save he that hath hir." — 1 am aware a mof/ern linguist may 
object that the word book does not at present seem 
dramatic, but it was once technically so : Gosson, in his 
Schoole of Abuse, containing a pleasaunt Invective against 
Poets, Pipers, Players, Jesters, and such like Caterpillarf of 
a Commonwealth, 1579, mentions ** twoo prose hocStes 
played at the Bell-Sauage :" and Heame tells us, in a 
note at the end of William of Worcester, that he had seen 
a MS. in the nature of a Play or Interlude, intitled Hit 
Booke of Sir Thomas Moore, 
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And in fact there is such an old anonymous plaj 
Pope's list : '* A pleasant conceited history, calle 
Taming of a Shrew — sundry times acted by the ■. 
Pembroke his servants.'' Which seems to have be 
published by the remains of that company in 1607, 
Shakespeare's copy appeared at the Black-Frian 
Globe. — Nor let this seem derogatory from the chi 
of our poet. There is no reason to \}elieve tl 
wanted to claim the play as his own : for it was nc 
printed till some years after his death ; but he men 
vived it on his stage as a manager. 

in suf^ort of what I have said relative to this pi 
me only observe, that the author of Hamlet spe 
GoQzago, and his wife Baptista ; but the author 
Tbmmg of the Shrew knew Baptista to be the nan 
man. mr. CapeU indeed made me doubt, by de 
the authenticity of it to be confirmed by the testis 
Sir Aston Cockayn. I knew Sir Aston was ma 
Quainted with the writers immediately subsequ 
Shakespeare ; and I was not inclined to dispute 1 
tbority : but how was I surprised, when I foun 
Cockayn ascribes nothing more to Shakespeare, tl 
Indvction-Wincot-Ale and the Beggar! I hope this wi 
a slip of Mr. CapelPs memory. Faiu 

The following is Sir Aston's Epigram : 



<( 



TO MR. CLEMENT FISHER, OF WINCOT. 



** Shakespeare your Wiocot-ale hath much renown'd, 
** That fox'd a beggar lo (by chance was found 
' " Sleeping) that there needed not many a wih'd 

** To make him to l>elicve he was a lord : 
** But you aflBrm (and in it seem most eager) 
<« *Twill make a lord as drunk as any beggar. 
** Bid Norton brew such ale as Shakespeare fancies 
** Did put Kit Sljf into such lordly trances : 
** And let ua meet there (for a fit of gladness) 
** And drink ouraelvea merry in sober sadness.*' 
Sir A. CoekagnU Pmvw, 1659, p. 124. 

In spite of the great deference which is due from 
commentator to Dr. Farmer's judgment, I own I 
concur with him on the present occasion. I know 
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whom I could impute this comedy, if Shakespeare was not 
its author. I think his hand is visible in almost every 
scene, though perhaps not so evidently as in those which 
pass between Katharine and Petruchio. 

■ I once thought that the name of this play might have 
been taken from an old story, entitled, The Wyf lapped in 
MorelU Skin^ or Tlie Taming of a Shrew ; but I have since 
discovered among the entries in the books of the Stationers' 
Company the following : ** Peter Shorte] May 2, 1594, a 
pleasaunt conceyted hystorie, called, The Taminge of a 
Shrowe.^^ It is hkewise entered to Nich. Ling, Jan. 22, 
1606 ; and to John Smythwicke, Nov. 19, 1607. 

It was no uncommon practice among the authors of the 
Bee of Shakespeare, to avail themselves of the titles of an- 
cient performances. Thus, as Mr. Warton has observed, 
Spenser sent out his Pastorals under the title of The Shep- 
herd^i Kalendar, a work which had been printed by Wyn- 
ken de Worde, and reprinted about twenty years before 
these poems of Spenser appeared, viz. 1559. 

Dr. Percy, in the first volume of his Reliques of Ancient 
English Poetry, is of opinion, that The Frolicksome Duke or 
Me Tinker^ s Good Fortune, an ancient ballad in the Pepys* 
Collection, might have suggested to Shakespeare the In- 
duction for this comedy. 

The following story, however, which might have been 
the parent of all the rest, is related by Burton in his Ana- 
tomy of Melancholy, edit. 1632, p. 649 : A Tartar Prince, 
saith Marcus Polus, Lib. II. cap. 28, called Senex de Mon- 
tibus, the better to establish his government amongst his 
subjects, and to keepc them in awe, found a convenient 
place in a pleasant valley environed with hills, in which he 
made a delitious parke full of odoriferous flowers and 
fruits, and a palace full of all worldly contents that could 
possibly be devised, musicke, pictures, variety of meats, 
&c. and chose out a certaine young man whom with a 
soporiferous potion he so benummed, that he perceived 
nothing ; and so, fast asleepe as he was, caused him to be 
conveied into this f aire garden* Where, after he had lived 
a while in all such pleasures a sensuall man could desire^ 
he ca^t him into a sleepe againe, and brought him forth, that 
when he waked he might tell others he had beene in Para- 
dise.^^ — Marco Paolo, quoted by Burton, was a tcdv^iUftT 
of the 13th century. 



$ 
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Chance, however, has at last furnished me with the '* 
original to which Shakespeare was indebted for his fable ; 
nor does this discovery at all dispose me to retract my 
former opinion ; and I would refer the reader, who is de- 
sirous to examine the whole structure of the piece, to 
iSix old Plays on which Sliakespeare founded y &c. published 
by S. Leacrofl, at Charing-Cross. 

Beaumont and Fletcher wrote what may be caUed a 
sequel to this comedy, viz. The Woman's Prize^ or tht 
Tamer Tanid ; in which Pctruchio is subdued by a se- 
cond wife. Steevens. 

Among the books of my friend the late Mr. Wiltiam 
Collins of Chichester, now dispersed, was a collection of 
short comic stories in prose, printed in the black letter 
under tlie year 1570 : ** sett forth by maister Richard 
Edwards, mayster of her Majesties revels." Among 
these tales was that of tho Induction of the Tinker in 
Shakespeare's Tuiuinir of the Slirew ; and perhaps Ed- 
wards's story-book was the immediate source from which 
Shakespeare, or rather the author of the old Tamifig of 
a Shrexi', drew that diverting apologue. If I recollect 
right, tlie circumstances almost talhcd with an incident 
which Ilcuterus relates from an epistle of Ludo^icos 
Vives to have actually Iiappened at the marriage of Duke 
FhiUp the Good of Burgundy, about the year 1440. 
That perspicuous annalist, who flourished about the year 
1680 says, this story was told to Vives by an old officer 
of the Duke's court. T. Warto5. 

OuP author's Taming of the Shrew was written, I ima- 

§ine, in 1694. See An Attempt to ascertain the Order (f 
hakespeare^s Plays, Vol. II. M alone 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

A Lard* 

Christopher Sly, a drunken tinker, \ Persons 

Hostess, Page, Players, Huntsmen, and other > the Indi 

Servants attending on the Lord. j iion 

Baptista, a rich gentleman of Padua, 
ViNCENTio, an old gentleman of Pisa, 
LucENTio, son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca, 
Petruchio, a gentleman of Verona, a suitor to Ka 

arina. 
Gremio ) 

HORTENSIO, ( *"^'^^^* ^' ^'«'*^''- 

BwITdello, h^rvantstoLucentio. 

GrUMIO, f i ^ n , L • 

Curtis \ ^^^^^^^^ ^^ Petruchio. 

Pedakt, an old fellow set up to personate Fincentio, 

Katharina, Hie shrew, > , , ^ . r» ^ • - 
Bianca, her sister, ] daughters to Baptista. 

Widow* 

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Serva7it$, attending on Bap' 

tista and Petruchio, 

SCEATjE — sometimes in Padua ; and sometimes in Pe- 
truchio^ s house in the country. 
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TiilMING OF THE SHREW. 



INDUCTION. 

SCENE I. 

Before an Alehouse on a Heath. Enter Hostess and Slt 

Shj. 

I'LL pheese' you, in faith. 

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. Y'are a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues : Look 
in the chronicles, we came in with Richard Conqueror. 
Therefore, paucas pallabris ;* let the world slide ; Sessa ! 

Host, You will not pay for the glasses you have burst: ' 

Sly, No, not a denier : Go by, says Jeronimy ; — Go to 
thy cold bed, and warm thee/ 

Host, I know my remedy : I must go fetch the third- 
borough. [Exit 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll answer hiiN 
by law : Til not budge an inch, boy ; let him come, and 
kindly. [Lies dortm on the groundy and falls asleep. 

[1] To pheese or /ease, i» to separate a twi<3t jato single threads. Id the fi^uru- 
live Beiue it luav well eoough be taken, like tease or lose, for to harass, to plazuc. 
Ferbapt, Vll pnttxeyou, may be equivalent to I'll comb your hniH^ a phrase vul- 
garly used by persous of SlyN chai :u-ter, on like occaaiouii. JOII N SON . 

To phteu a man, u to beat him ; to give him a phceset is, to give him a knor).-. 

M. MASOK. 

[£] Sly, u UD ignorant fellow is purposely made to aim at languages out of hi8 
kiionleij^e, ami knock the worls out of joint. The iSpaniard-* .>«av, poeas pallabras^ 
i. c. tew words ; as they do likpwi.sc, Cessa, i. e. be quiet. TllflOB.-M.l). 

[3] To by fit and to bnah ni'ro anciently s>nonymoi!:j. FaLtait' iiays, that 
*• JuUa of (iaunt burst bhailow'j he.-iul ;ui crovi.llij;i hi aiuuii:; the luarsliars men." 

STEEVEKrJ. 

[4] All the edilirad have ^(,if,"d a saint here, for Sly to ewettr l.y. But tLo pti«jc 
had no f-urh int^iitions The [lassaKe iids pariiouiur hi'nio.'r in it, and must have 
been verv plea- iiig at tint tiiijc of day. B.it 1 mu-t rlr:ir up a idiiccof stage his- 
tory to i^iku it umltM-jtooi!. Tht-:e U a fus? iaii old play called l'i:ronvno ; or The 
Spanish Trn^rdit : whi«'h I find wa-* tlie ronjmoa bull of raillery to iill the poets jk 
hhake?;ieart'*K time : au>1 a pa-svief. Tiiit appeai-e-i vt-ry rldi'MiJuuB iu that t>lay, i» 
hcrt l.;aior<»LiIv alluded :o. TiIEi){i.4Ll). 

L 2 Vol. III. 



S50 TAMIXcl OF ACT 1. 

Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, Tviih Huntsmen 

and Servants. 

Lord, Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my hounds 
Brach Merriman, — the poor cur is emboss'd,* 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 
Saw'tft thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge comer, in the coldest fault ? 
f would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hunt, Why, Bclman is as good as he, my lord ; 
lie cried upon it at the merest loss, 
And twice to-day piokM out tlic dullest scent : 
Trust me, I lake liim for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou ait a fool ; if Echo were as fleet, 
I would esteem him worth a dozen such. 
Dut sup thom well, and look unto them all ; 
To-morrow 1 intend to hunt again. 

1 Hunt. 1 will, mv lord. 

Tjord. What's hcrtj ? one dead, or drunk ? Sec, doth 
he breathe ? 

2 Hunt. He breathes, mv lord : \Verc he not warinM 

with ak\ 
This were a bed but cold to .«lecp so soundly. 

Lord, O monstrous beast ! how like a swine he lies ! 
Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine image ! — 
Birs, I will practise on this drunken man. — 
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A most delicious banquet by his bed. 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the beggar then forget himself? 

1 Hunt. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose. 

2 Hunt. It would seem strange unto him, when he wakM. 
Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthless fancy. 

Then take him up, and manage well the jest : — 

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures : 

fialm his foul head with warm distilled waters, 

And bum sweet wood to make the lodging sweet : 

Procure me music ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 

[4] Embots*d is a hunting term. When a deer is har<t run, and foam at UiS 
mouth, he is said to be embossed. A dog also when he is strained with hard 
. (enecially upon hard ground,) will have hia knees swelled, and tbea ho is saj 
emhou*d: from the French word bosse, which Bifoifies a tumour. T. WARTON 
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ACT I. THE SHREW. ^f 

And if he chance to speak, he ready straight, 

And, with a low submissive reverence, 

Say, — What is it your honour will command? 

Let one attend him with a silver bason, 

Full of rose-water, andbestrew'd with flowers ; 

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 

And say, — Will't please your lordship cool your hands ? 

Some one be ready with a costly suit, 

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 

Another tell him of bis hounds and horse, 

And that his lady mourns at his disease : 

Persuade him, that he hath been lunatic ; 

And, when he says he is — , say, that he dreams, 

For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 

This do, and do it kindlj^,^ gentle sirs ; 

It will be pastime passing excellent, 

If it be husbanded with modesty.^ 

1 Hunt, My lord, 1 warrant you, we'll play our part, 
As he shall think, by our true diligence. 
He is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him : 
-And each one to his oflice, when he wakes. — 

[So7ne bear out Sly. A trumpet sounds. 
Sirruh, go see whiit trumpet 'tis that sounds ; — 
l^iclike, some noble gentleman ; that means, [Kx. Serv. 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here. — 

Re-enter a Senunt, 
How now ? who is it? 

Serv. An it please your honour, phiycrs 
That ofler service to your lordship. 

Ijord. Bid them come near : — 

Enter Players. 
Now, fellows, you are welcome. * 

1 Play, We thank your honour. 

Ijord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night ? 

2 Play. So please your lordship to accept our duty.^ 
Ijord. With all my heart. — This fellow I remember, 

»^incc once he play'd a farmer's eldest son ; — 
'Twas whore you woo'd the gentlewoman so well : 

[51 Kindli/j means naturally. M. MASON. » , . ,. 

[6J By modesty is meant moderation, without suffering oup memment lo brMlt 
Juto an excess. JOHNSON. - ^-u- 

[7] 11 was io tho«e times the custom of players to travel in compiniei, uq oiw * 
their wri ice at great iwuses. JOHNSON. . ■■ 
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I have forgot your name ; bat, snrc, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 

1 Play. I think, 'twas Soto that your honour means, 

Lord, 'Tis very true ; — thou didst it excellent.— 
Well, you are come to me in happy time ; 
The rather for I have some sport in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night : 
But I am doubtful of your modesties ; 
Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 
(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 
You break into some merry passion, 
And so offend him : for I tell you, sirs, 
If you should smile, he grows impatient. 

1 Play. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain ourselves^ 
Were he the veriest antic in the world. 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery, 
And pve them friendly welcome every one : 
Let them want nothing that my house affords. — 

[Exe. Servant and Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, [To a Servant. 
And see him dressed in all suit^ like a lady : 
That done^conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call him — madam, do him obeisance. 
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love) 
He bear himself with honourable action. 
Such as he hath observM in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do. 
With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 
And say, — What is't your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife. 
May show her duty, and make known her love ? 
And then — with kind embracemcnts, tempting kisses, 
And with declining head into his bosom, — 
Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy'd 
To see her noble lord restor'd to health. 
Who, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar : 
And if the boy iiave not a woman's gift. 
To rain a shovfer of commanded tears. 
An onion will 80 well for such a shift ; 
Which in a napkin being close convey'd, 
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SIOlII in despite enforce a watery eye. 

See this despatched with all the haste thou canst ; 

Anon I'll give thee more instructions. — [Exit Servant, 

I know, the boy will well usurp the grace, 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband ; 

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter, 

When they do homage to this simple peasant. 

I'll in to counsel them ; haply, my presence 

May well abate the over-merry spleen, 

Which otherwise would grow into extremes. lExeuni, 

SCENE 11. 

A bedchamber in the Lord's House. Sly is discovered in 
a rich night-gown^ with Attendants ; some with apparel^ 
others with basm^ ewer, and other appurtenances. Enter 
Lordf dressed like a servant.^ 

Sly. For God's sake, a pot of small ale. 

1 Serv. Will't please your lordship drink a cup of sack ? 

2 Serv. Will't please your honour taste of these con- 
serves ? 

3 Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to-day ? 
Sly. I am Christophero Sly ; call not me — honour, nor 

lordship: I never drank sack in my life ; and if you give 
me any conserves, give me conserves of beef : Ne'er ask 
me what raiment I'll wear ; for I have no more doublets 
than backs, no more stockings than legs, nor no more 
shoes than feet ; nay, sometimes, more feet than shoes, 
or such shoes as my toes look through the overleather. 

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour ! 
O, that a mighty man, of such descent, 
Of such possessions, and so high esteem, 
Should be infused with so foul a spirit ! 

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? Am not I 
Christopher Sly, old Sly's son of Burton-Heath ; by birth 
a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by transmutation a 
bear-herd, and now by present profession a tinker ? Ask 

[9] From the origioa] stage direction in the first folio it appears t)Mt Sly wA 
the otber peraoM mentioned in the InductioD, were intended fo be exhibitttd Ik^re, 
■od dttriiK tlie representation of tlie comedy, in a balcony •botatte nue. Tm 
dfirectioD liere i^—EuUr aloft tlw dnmkard with attendanii, kc MAXAjhII. 
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Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot,^ if she know 
me not : if she say I am not fourteen pence on the score 
for sheer ale, score me up for the Ijingest knaye in 
rhristcndom. What, I am not bestraugbt : Here's — 

1 S€rv, O, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your servants droop. 
Lord, llcnce comes it that your kindred shun your house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 
O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ; 
Tall home thy ancient tlioughts from banishmenty 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams : 
JiOok, how thy servants do attend on thee, 
Kach in his oiticc ready at thy beck. 
Will thou have music ? hark ! Apollo plays, [MuBic 

And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 
Or uilt thuu sleep ? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful I^c4 
On purpose trimm'd up for Somiraniis. 
Say, thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horses shall be trapp'd, 
riioir harness studded all with gold and pearl. 
Dusi thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar 
Above tlie morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt ? 
'J'hy hounds sliall make the welkin answer them. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

1 Sere. Say, thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds are as 

swift 
As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Scrv, Dost thou love pictures ? we will fetch thee 

straight 
Adonis, painted by a running brook : 
And Cytherea all in sedges hid ; 
Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Kven as the waving sedges play with ^\ind. 

fjord. We'll show thee lo, as she was a maid ; 
And how she was beguiled and surpris'd. 
As lively painted as the deeci was done. 

ti Serr, Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny wood ; 
Scratching her legs that one tlM swear she bleeds : 
And at that sight shall sad Apollu weep, 

[1] HilmeotU is a village in Wanrirk^hire. i^ :(h which Sliakespeare was well ac- 
quainted, Dear Stratford. Tiie h(iu«p kept by our genial bosten, still renialnB, but 
IS at present a mill. The meanest bov^l to wbicb Shakespc-are baa an allii^oii, la- 

-.■•^ curtMity. aod acquires aji importance : at least, it becomea the ohiect of a 
l>oeUcal aotiquariaa'i Inquiries. T.WAkTON. ^^ 
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So ^orkmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord, Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 
Thou hast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Serv, And, till the tears that she hath shed for thcBi 
Like envious floods o'er-ran her lovely ^ce. 

She was the fairest creature in the world ; 
And yet she is inferior to none. ^ 

Sly. Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady ? 
Or do I dream ? or have 1 dream'd till now ? 
I do not sleep : I see, I hear, 1 speak ; 
I smell sweet savours, and 1 feel soil things :— - 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed ; 
And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly.— 
l^ell, bring our lady hither to our sight ; 
And once again, a pot o' th' smallest ale. 

2 Serv. Will't please your mightiness to wash yoiit 
hands ? [Servants present an ewer^ bason, and napkin. 

D, how we joy to see your wit restor'd ! 
O, that once more you knew biJt what you are I 
These fiileen years you have been in a dream ; 
Or, when you wak'd, so wak'd as if you slept. 

Sly. These fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did I never speak of all that time ? 

1 Serv. O, yes, my lord ; but very idle words : — 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door ; 
And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 
And say, you would present her at the leet,* 
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the house. 

3 Serv. Why, sir, you know no house, nor no such maid; 
Nor no such men, as you have reckon'd up, — 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpemell ; 
And twenty more such names and men as these, 
Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends 1 

M. Amen. 

Sly. I thank thee ; thou shalt not lose by it. 
Enter the Page, as a Lady, with AitendanU 

Page. How fares my noble lord ? 

[2] At the Court-leet, or coum of tbe manor. ■ JOHSi^K* \ .^ 

■i' * >*• -".fl 
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Sly. Marry, I fare well ; for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife ? 

Page. Here, noble lord ; What is thy will with her ? 

Sly, Are you my wife, and will not call me — hnshand? 
Afy men should call me — lord ; 1 am your goodman. 

Page. My husband and my lord, my lord and husband ; 
I am your wife in all obeJience. 

Sly. I know it well : — What must I call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

Sly. Al'ce madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing else ; so lords call ladies. 

Sly. Madam wifo, they say that I haye dream'd, and slept, 
Above some tiileeii year and more* 

Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me ; 
Being all this time abandun'd from your bed. 

iS/y. 'Tis much ; — Servants, leave me and her alone.— 
Madam, undress yon, and come now to bed. 

Page. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you. 
To pardon me yet for a night or two ; 
Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 
For your physicians have expressly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady. 
That I should yet absent me from your bed : 
F hope, this reason >^tiRds for my excuse. 

Sly. Ay, it stands so, that 1 may hardly tarry so long. 
But I would be loath to fall into my dreams again ; I will 
therefore tarry, in despite of the flesh and the blood. 

.Knter a Servant. 

Ser. Your honour's players, hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy, 
For so your doctors held it very meet ; 
J??eeing too much sadness hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy, 
Therefore, thoy thought it good you hear a play, 
And fi'ame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly, Marry, 1 will ; let them play it : Is not a commoDtj 
a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling-trick ? 

Page. No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing stuff. 

Sly. What, household stuff? 

Page. It is a kind of history. 

Sly. Well, we'll see't : Come, madam wife» sit by my 
side, and let the world slip ; we shall ne'er be yoniiffer. 

\Th»y ^t ivmr^ 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Padua. A public Place, Enter Lvcentio 

ana Tranio. 

Ijucentio. 
Tranio, since — for the gpreat desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, — 
I am arriir'd for fruitful Lomhardy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 
And, by my father^s love and leave, am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Most trusty servant, well approv'd in all ; 
Here let us breathe, and happily institute 
A course of learning, and ingenious studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father first, 
A merchant of great traffic through the worlds 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 
Vincentio his son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv'd/ 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study, 
Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue 'specially to be achiev'd. 
Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left, 
And am to radua come ; as he that leaves 
A shallow plash, to plunge him in the deep, 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 
Tra, Mi perdonatCy gentle master mine, 
I am in all afiected as yourself; 
Glad that you thus continue your resolve. 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 
Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral discij^line. 
Let's be no stoicks, nor no stocks, 1 pray ; 
Or 8o devote to Aristotle's checks. 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur'd : 
Talk logic with acquaintance that yon hwr%f 
And practise rhetoric in your commo tt trik t 

[3] To f uUU tht tspaetttlDH of tain 

17 Vol. hi. 
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Music and poesy, use to quicken you ; 

The mathematics, and the metaphysics, 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you : 

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta'en ; — 

In hrief, sir, study what you most a£fect. 

Luc, Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou adrae. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore. 
We could at once put us in readiness ; 
And take a lodging, fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua shall heget. 
But stay a while : What company is this ? 

Tra, Master, some show, to welcome us to town. 

Enter Baptista, Katharina, Bianca, Gremio, and HoR- 
TENSio. LucENTio tmd Tranio stand aside* 

Bap, Gentlemen, imp6rtune me no further, 
For how I firmly am resolv'd you know ; 
That is, — not to bestow my youngest daugfiter^ 
Before I have a husband for the elder : 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Because I know you well, and love you weU, 
Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 

Gre, To cart her rather : She's too rough for me :— 
There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife ? I 

Kath, I pray you, sir, [To Baf.] is it your will to make 
a stale of me amongst these mates ? 

Hor, Mates, maid 1 how mean you that ? no mates for 
you. 
Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 

Kaih, I'faith, sir, you shall never need to fear ; 
I wis, it is not half way to her heart : 
But, if it were, doubt not her care should be 
To comb your noddle with a three -legg'd stool. 
And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Hor. From all such devils, good Lord, deliver us ! 

Gre, And me too, good Lord ! 

Tra. Hush, master ! here is some good pastime toward ; 
That wench is stark maA, or wonderml froward. 

Luc, But in the other's silence I do see 
Maids' mild behaviour and sobriety* 
Peace, Tranio. 

Tra. Well said, master ; mum ! and gaze your fill. J 

Bap, Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in : 
^d let it not displease thee, good Bianca ; 
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For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat !* 'tis best 
Put finger in the eye, — an she knew why. 

Bian, Sister, content you in my discontent. 
— Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 
My books, and instruments, shall be my company ; 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Imc. Hafk, Tranio ! thou may'st hear Minerva speak* 

[Aside* 

Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ?® 
Sorry am I, that our good will effects 
Bianca's grief. 

Gre, Why, will yQu mew her up, 
Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell, 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am resolv'd : — 
Go in, Bianca. [exU Biawca. 

And for I know, she taketh most delight 
In music, instruments, and poetry, 
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 
Fit to instruct her yoiith. — If you, Hortensio,— 
Or signior Gremio, you, — know any such. 
Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men^ 
I will be very kind, and liberal 
To mine own children in good bringing-up ; 
And so' fare well. — Katharina, you may stay; 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit* 

Kath. Why, and I trust, I piay go too ; May I not ? 
What, shall I be appointed houra-; as though, belike, 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave ? Ha ! [Exit. 

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam ; your gifts are so 
good, here is none wjll hold you. Their love is not so 
great, Hortensio, but we may blow .our nails together, 
and fast it fairly out ; our cake's dough on both sides. 
Farewell : — Yet^ for the love I bear my sweet Bianca, if 
I can by any means light on a fit man, to teach her that 
wherein she delights, i will wish him to her father. 

Hor. So will 1, signior Gremio : But a word,. I pray. 
Though the nature- of our quarrel yet never -brook'd 
parle, know now, upon advice, it toucheth U8 both, — 



15] Peat or pet is a word of endearmeDt from petitf littU, as if it meant prettv 

little ♦biDg. Johnson. 

[61 Tbat is, so odd. so difTerent from others io your conduqt. JOHNSON. 
[71 Cunning bad not yet lost its original signification of knoningy (eametf, aS WKf 
be observed in the translation of the Bible. J0B1?80N. 
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that we may yet again have access to our fair mistress, 
and be happy rivals in Bianca's lore, — to labour and 
effect one thing 'specially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray ? 

Hor, Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

Grt. A husband ! a devil. 

Hor. I say, a husband. 

Gre, I say, a devil : Think'st thou, Hortensio, though 
her father be very rich, any man is so very a fool to be 
married to hell ? 

Hor. Tush, Grcmio, though it pass your patience, and 
mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be 
good fellows in tlie world, an a man could light on them, 
would take her with all &ults, and money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her dowry 
with this condition, — to be whipped at the high-cross 
every morning. 

Hor. Faith, as you say, there's small choice in rotten 
apples. But, come ; since this bar in law makes us 
friends, it shall be so iar forth friendly maintained, — till 
by helping B9f tista's eldest daughter to a husband, we 
set his youngest free for a husband, and then have to't 
afresh.---Swect Bianca ! Happy man be his dole !' He 
that runs fastest gets the ring.' How say you, signior 
Gremio ? 

Gre. I am agreed ; and 'would I had given him the 
best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that would tho- 
roughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 
house of her. Come on. [Exe. Gre. and Hon. 

Tra, [advancing.] I pray, sir, tell me, — Is it possible 
That love should oi a sudden take such hold ? 

Luc. O, Tranio, till 1 found it to be true, 
^J never thought it possible, or hkely ; 
^6at see ! while idly I stood looking on, 
I Ibund the effect of love in idleness : 
And now in plainness do confess to thee, — 
Thou art to me as secret, and as dear. 
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was, — 
Tranio, I bum, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this young modest girl : 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst ; 

ivM the proTlflioo ti^eo away at tbe doon of great meD*8 bousM. STjBBV ENP . 
m An »Uuiloo to the sport of runaios at the rii«- DOUCH - 
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Assist me 9 Tranio, ibr I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide yon now ; ^; 

Affection is not rated* from the heart : 
If love have touch'd you, nought remains hut S0)«-»* 
Redime te captum quam queas m/immd.* 

Luc, Gramercies, lad ; go forward : this contents ; 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel's sound. 

Tra. Master, you look'dsolongly' oo the maid. 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 

Lmc, O yes, I saw sweet heauty in her fiice. 
Such as the daughter of Agenor bad. 
That made great Joye to humhle him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiss'd the Cretan strand. 

Tra. Saw you no more ? mark'd you not, how her sister 
Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm. 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Lmc. Tranio, I saw her coni lips to move. 
And with her hrcath she did perfume the air ; 
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then, 'tis time to stir him from his trance. 
I pray, awake, sir ; If you love the maid, 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it stanA : 
— ^Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, 
That, till the &ther rid his hands of her, 
Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 
And therefore has he closely mew'd her up. 
Because she shall not be annoy'd with suitors. 

Imc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her } 

Tra. Ah, marry, am I, sir ; and now 'tis plotted. 

Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra, Master, for my hand, ^ 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine first. 

Tra. You will be schoolmaster, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. 

Luc. It is : May it he done ? 

Tra. Not possible ; For who shall bear yooT pitt. 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's son ? 

11 It not drireo out b/ chidliis. MALONB. 



Jl] Our tuthor had thu line from Iyibp« irhfeb I 
broittht as an argumeot for his leamios. JOHNSON. . 
iyi. e. looginglx. I hare met wJth oo exanple OC thteiftv***- 
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Keep honse, and plj his book ; welcome his firiendi; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquet them ? 

Luc. Basta \* content thee ; for I haye it full. 
We haye not yet been seen in any house ; 
Nor can we be distinguished by our &ce8, 
For man, or master : then it follows thus ; — 
Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead. 
Keep house, and port,* and servants, as I should : 
f will some other be ; some Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or mean man of Pisa. 
'Tis hatch'd and shall be so : — Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee ; take my colourM hat and cloak : 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; 
But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need. [They exchange haUU, 

fn brief, then, sir, sith it your pleasure is, 
And I am tied to be obedient ; 
(For so your father charg'd me at our parting ; 
Re serviceable to my sony quoth he, 
Although, I think, 'twas in another sense,) I 

I am content to be Lucentio, ' 

Because so well I love Lucentio. I 

Luc, Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loyes : 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid. 
Whose sudden sight hath thralFd my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondello. 
Here comes the rogue. — Sirrah, where have you been ? 

Bio, Where have 1 been ? Nay, how now, where are you 1 
Master, has my fellow Tranio stol'n your clothes ? 
Or you stolen his ? or both ? pray, what's the news ? 

Luc, Sirrah, come hither ; 'tis no time to jest, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, i 

And I for my escape have put on his ; • 

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore,^ 
I kill'd a man, and fear 1 was descried : 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes. 
While 1 make way from hence to save my life : 
You understand me ? 

Bion. I, sir ? ne'er a whit. 

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ; 



I^ 
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Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

Bion. The better for him ; 'Would I were so toe I 

Tra, So would 1, 'faith, boy, to have the next wish ajfler. 
That Lucentio indeed, had. Baptista's youngest daughter. 
But, sirrah, — ^not for ray sake, but your master's, — I ad- 
vise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of companies: 
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio ; 
But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

Iaic. Tranio, let's go : 
-*-One thing more rests, that thyself execute ; — 
To make one among these wooers : If thou ask me why,— 
Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

[Exeunt. 

1 Serv, My lord, you nod ; you do not mind the play. 

Sly. Yes, by saint Anne, do I. A good tnattery surely ; 
Comes there any more of it ? 

Page, My lord, His but begun. 

Sly. *Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam lady ; 
^ Would* t were done ! 

SCENE n. 

The sam>e. Before Hortensio's House, Enter Petruchio 

and Grumio. 

Pet, Verona, for a while I take my leave. 
To see my friends in Padua ; but, of all, 
My best beloved and approved friend, 
Hortensio ; and, I trow, this is his house : — 
Here, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say. 

Gru. Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? is there any 
man has rebused your worship ? 

Pet. yillain, I say. knock me here soundly. 

Gm. Knock you here, sir? why, sir, what am I, sir, 
that I should knock you here, sir ? 

Pet, Villain, I say, knock me at this gate. 
And rap me well, or 1*11 knock your knave's pate. 

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome : 1 should 
knock you first, 
And thcrt 1 know after who comes by the worst 

Pet. Will it not be ? 
'Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, Til wnng it; 
rn try how you can sol, fa, and sing it. 

[He tiTings Gkm^io ^\h» ww%. 
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Oru. Help, masters, help I my master is mad* 
Pet. Now, knock when I bid you : sirrah I Tillaiii I 

Enter Hortehsio. 

Hor. How now ? what's the matter ? — ^My old irieid 
Gnimio ! and my good friend Petmchio ! — How do yon 
all at Verona ? 

Ptt. Signior Hortensio, come yon to part the firay ? 
Con ttUto U core bene trovaio^ may 1 say. 

Hor. Alia nostra easa bene venutOf 
Molto honorato signor mio Petruckio, 
-^-Rise, Grmnio, rise ; we will compound this nnarrel. 

Gm. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he 'leges in Latin.'^If 
..this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his service, — 
'Look you, sir, — he bid me knock him, and rap him 
soundly, sir : Well, was it fit for a servant to use his 
master so ; being, perhaps, (for aught I see,) two and 
thirty, — a pip out? 

Whom, 'would to God, I had well knock'd at first, - 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet, A senseless villain ! — Good Hortensio, 
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate, 
And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru. Knock at the gate ? — O heavens ! — 
Spake you not these words plain, — Sirrah, knock me here. 
Rap me kere^ knock me ^W/, and knock me soundly? 
And come you now with — ^knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah, begone, or talk not, I advise yon. 

Hor, Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio's pledge : 
Why« this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you ; 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
And tell me now, sweet friend, — what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? ^ 

Pet, Such wind as scatters young men through the world, 
To seek their fortunes further tlian at home. 
Where small expcrieDcc grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me : — 
Antonio, my father, is deceas'd ; 
And I have thrust myself into this maze. 
Haply to wive, and thrive, as best I may : 
Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home, 

And so am come abroad to see the world. 

___^ * 

kJSI *-^J"uppo8e,i«liat he alleges in Latin. Petruchio hai bean Jiut nNiUaf 
jtaiiaato Hortenaio, which Gruntio nistakct for the other lai«ui«e. STESYXIftt 
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Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to thee. 
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-fkvour'd wife ? 
ThouMst thank me hut a little for my counsel : 
And yet I'll promise thee she shall he rich, 
And very rich : — but thou'rt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wish thee to her. 

PcL Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such firiends as we, 
Few words suffice : and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife, 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance,) 
Be she as ibul as was Florentius' love,* 
As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates' Xantippc, or a worse, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at least, 
Affection's edge in me ; were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas : 
1 come to wive it wealthily in Padua ; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Grn, Nay, look you, -sir, he tells you flatly what his 
mind is : Why, give him gold enough, and marry him tr 
a puppet, or an aglet-baby ;' or an old trot, with ne*er a 
touth in her head, though she have as many diseases as two 
and fifly hori^es : why, nothing comes amiss, so money 
fomes withal. 

Hor, Petruciiio, since we have stepp'd thus far in, 
1 will continue that I broachM in jest. 
I can, Pctruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous ; 
)3rought up, as best becomes a gentlewoman : 
Her only fault, (and that is faults enough,) 
Is, — that she is intolerably curst, 
And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all measure, 
That, were my state far worser than it is, 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet, Hortensio, peace ; thou k90w'st not gold's effect: 
— Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough ; 
For I will board her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Hor. Her father is Baptista Minola, 

[6] The allusfou is to a story told bvGower in the first Book DeCowfkutviu 
AmarUii. Florent is the name oT a kaint who bad bound -bimsclf to oarnr a dar 
formed has, provided siie taught Mm the solution (^ a riddle oa which hh life d»- 
pended. STEEVEN9. 

[7J i. e. a diinjautlve beiq; , not azcaeding io tize the ttS of apofakt fiTCSVXmL 

Vol. III. ^ 
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Aq allable and courteous gentleman : 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 

Renown'd in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though I know not her ; 
And he knew my deceased father well : — 
I will not sleep, Iforten.sio, till I see her ; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you. 
To give you over at this first encounter, 
Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. 1 pray you, sir, let him go while the humour 
lasts. O' my word, an she knew him as well as I do, she 
would think scolding would do little good upon him : She 
may, perhaps, call him half a score knaves, or so : why, 
that's nothing ; an he begin once, he'll rail in his rope- 
tricks.* ril tell you what, sir, — an she stand him but a Ut- 
tle, he will throw a iigure in her face, and so disfigure 
her with it, that fdie shall have no more eyes to see withal 
than a cat :^ You know him not, sir. 

Hor. Tarry, Pctrnchio, I must go with thee ; 
For in Baptista's keep' my treasure is : 
lie hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca ; 
And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 
Supposing it a thing impossible, 
(For those defects 1 have before rehears'd,) 
That ever Katharina will be woo'd, 
Therefore this order hath Baptista ta'en ; — 
That none shall have access unto Bianca, 
Till Katharine the. curst have got a husband. 

Gru* Katharine the curst ! 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

Hor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grace ; 
And offer me, disguis'd in sober robes, 
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music,* to instruct Bianca : 

[8] Ropery or rope-trickt orisiDally signified abusive language, without any de- 
terminate idea ; such language as parrots are taught to speak. So, in Hudil>Tat : 
** Could tell what subtlest parrots mean, 
** That speak, and think contnry clean; 



" What member *tis of whom they talk, 

I kna 
19| It may mean, that be'shall swell up her eyes with blows, till 
peep with m contracted pupil like a cat in the light JOHNSON. 



** When they cry rope, and walk, uave walk." M ALONE. 

11 ■ * 



[IJ Keep ia custody. The strongest part of an ancient caaUe was called the kuw. 

STEEVENS. 
/^j^«MjfTened, pnetiied. ST^BVENS. 



till she shall leem t« 

ailed the kui 
STEEVENi 
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That so I may by this device, at l^fst, 
Have leave and leisure to make love to her^ 
ind, unsuspected, court her by herself. 

Enter Gremio ; with him Lucentio disguised, wiHi books 

under his arm, 

Gru. Here^s no knavery ! See ; to beguile the old 
folks, how the young folks lay their heads together! 
Master, Master, look about you : Who goes there ? ha I 

Hor. Peace, Grumio ; 'tis the rival of my love : 
. — Petruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru, A proper stripUng, and an amorous ! 

[They retire. 

Gre, O, very well ; I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, sir ; I'll have them very fairly bound : 
All books of love, see that at any hand ; 
And see, you read no other lectures to her: 
You understand me : — Over and beside 
Signior Baptista's Hberality, 

I'll mend it with a largess : — Take your papers too, 
And let me have them very well perfum'd ; 
For she is sweeter than perfume itself, 
To whom they go. What will you read to her ? 

Lac. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead foryou^ 
As for my patron, (stand you so assur'd,) 
As firmly as yourself were still in place : 
Yea, and (perhaps) with more successfiil words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Gre. O this learning ! what a thing it is ! 

Gru. O this woodcock ! what an ass it is ! 

Pet. Peace, sirrah. 

Hor. Grumio, mum ! — God save you, signior Gremio ! 

Gre. And you're well met, signior Hortensio. Trow you. 
Whither I am going ? — To Baptista Minola. 
^ promis'd to inquire carefully 
jtibout a schoolmaster for fair Bianca : 
And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man ; for learning, and behaviour, 
Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry, 
And other books, — good ones, I warrant you. 

Hor. 'Tis well : and I have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine musician to instruct our mistress ; 
So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To &ir Bianca, so belov'd of me. 
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Gre. Belov'd of me,-^ancl that my deeds shall prore. i 

Crru. And that his hags shall prove. [Asiit. 

Hor, Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our love : 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 
ril tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his liking. 
Will undertake to woo curst Katnarine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gre. So said, so done, is well : — 
Hortensio, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pet, I know, she is an irksome brawling scold; 
If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre, No, say Vt me so, friend ? What countryman ? 

Pet, Born in Verona, old Antonio's son : 
My &ther dead, my fortune lives for me ; 
And I do hope good days, and long, to see. 

Gre, O, sir, such a lite, with such a wife, were strange: 
But, if you have a stomach, to't, o' God's name ; 
You shall have me assisting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild cat ? 

Pet, Will I live ? 

Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or 1*11 hang her. [Aiide, 

Pet, Why came I hither, but to that intent ? 
Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears ? 
Have 1 not in my time heard lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the sea, puff'd up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field » 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets* clang V 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue ; 
That gives not half so great a blow to th' ear^ 
As will a chesnut in a farmer's tire ? 
Tush, tush ! fear boys with bugs.* 

Gru. For he fears none. lAnde, 

Gre. Hortensio, hark I 
This gentleman is happily arriv'd. 
My mind presumes, for his own good, and yours. 

[3] Probably Uie word clang is here used adjectively, as in the PandiM LoHi 
b, zi. ver. 834, and not as a verb. 

* * an island salt and bare. 
The liauDt oC aeala and orta, anA aevtMm% claai.^* T. W ARTOV . 
[4] L §. with bvfhean. STUClVll^^. 
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Hon I promis'd, we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe'er. 

Qre» And so we will ; provided, that he win her. 
Gru. I would I were as sure of a good dinner. \Jitide. 

Enter Tranio, bravely appareWd; and Biondello. 

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you ! If I may be bold. 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To the house of signior Baptista Minola ? 

Gre. He that has the two fair daughters : — is't he you 
mean ? [Aside to Tranio. 

Tra. Even he. Biondello ! 

Gre, Hark you, sir ; you mean not her to — 

Tra, Perhaps, him and her, sir ; What have you to do? 

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I pray. 

Tra. I love no chiders, sir : — Biondello, let's away. 

Ldtc. Well begun, Tranio. [Aside , 

Hor, Sir, a word ere you go ; — 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no ? 

Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre, No ; if, without more words, you will get you 
hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you ? 
.Gre. For this reason, if you'll know, — 
That she's the choice love of signior Gremio 

Hor. That she's the chosen of signior Hortensia 

Tra. Soilly , my masters ! if you be gentlemen. 
Dp me this right, — hear me with patience . 
Baptista is a noble gentleman. 
To whom my father is not all unknown ; 
And, were his daughter fairer than she is, 
She may more suitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand wooers ; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 
And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one, 
Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone. 

Gre, What I this gentleman will out-talk us all. 

Luc. Sir, give him head ; I know, he'll prove a jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words ? 

Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you, 
Did you yet ever see Baptista's doixigVileT *l 
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Tra, No, sir ; but hear I do, that he hath two ; 
The one as famous for a scoldiog tongue. 
As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first's for me ; let her go by. 

Grt, Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules \ 
And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 

FtU Sir, understand you this of me, insooth ; — 
The younger daughter, whom you hearken for. 
Her rather keeps from all access of suitors ; 
And will not promise her to any man, 
Until the eldest sister first be wed : 
The youngest then is free, and not before. 

Tra, If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me among the rest ; 
An if you break the ice, and do this feat, — 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access, — whose hap shall be to have her. 
Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate. 

Hot, Sir, you say well, and well you do conceive ; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor, 
Tou must, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 
To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra, Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof. 
Please ye we may contrive this aflemoon. 
And quaff carouse:) to our mistress* health \ 
And do as adversaries do in law, — 
Strive mightily, but cat and drink as friends. 

Qru, Bion> O excellent motion ! — Fellows, let's begone. 

Hor, The motion's good indeed, and be it so ; — 
PetruchiOy I shall be your ben vcnuto. [Exeunt 



ACT 11. 

SCENE I. — The same, A room in Baptista's Howe, 
Enter Katharina and Bianca. 

Bianca. 
Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong yourseli^ 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me ; 
That I disdain : but for these other g^awds, 
Unbind my hands. Til pull them off myself, 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat ; 
Or,^ what you will command me^ will I do, 
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So well I know my duty to my ciders. 

Kath. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov'st best : see thou dissemble not. 

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive, 
I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

Kath, Minion, thou liest ; Is't not Hortensio ? 

Bian, If you afl'ect him, sister, here 1 swear, 
I'll plead for you myself, but j'ou shall have him. 

Kath, O then, belike, you fancy riches more ; 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian, Is it for him you do envy me so ? 
Nay, then you jest ; and now I well perceive. 
You have but jested with me all this while : 
I pr'ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath, If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 

[Strikes her. 
Enter Baptista. 

Bap, Why, how now, dame ! whence grows this inso- 
lence ? 

Bianca, stand aside ; — poor girl ! she weeps : — 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her. 
— For shame, thou hilding* of a devilish spirit. 
Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee ? 
When did she cross thee with a bitter word ? 

Kath, Her silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd. 

[Flies after BlANCA* 

Bap. What, in my sight ? — Bianca, get thee in. 

[Exit Bianca. 

Kath, Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see, 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 
I must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell.^ 
Talk not to me ; I will go sit and weep, 
Till I can find occasion of revenge. [Exit Kath. 

Bap, Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

[5] The word hilding or hinderltng^ is a lorn wretek : it k applied to Katharioe 
for the coarseness of her behaviour. JOHNSON. 

[6] *' To lead apes'* was in our author's time, as at present one of the eiDpIo]r- 
ments of a bear-herd, who often carries about one of thoM animals along with bis 
bear : but T know not now this phrase came to be applied to old maids. M ALONE. 

That women who refused to bear children, should, after death, Ibe eoodemoed to 
the care of apes in leadiojc-strings, might have been considered as aa actoC wvttkkkr 
muus retribution. 6T££V£NB. • . "^ 
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Enter Gremio, xijiih Lucentio in the habit of a mean i 
Petruciiio, with Hortensio cm a musician ; and ' 
Nio, with BiOKDELLO hearing a lute and books, 

Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Bap, Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio : God 
you, gentlemen ! 

Pet. And you, good sir ! Pray, have you not a dan^ 
Caird Katharina, fair, and virtuous ? 

Efap, I have a daughter, sir, call'd Katharina. 

Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, signior Gremio ; give me leai 
I am a gentleman of Verona, sir, 
That, — ^hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 
Her affability, and bashful modesty. 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, — 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so ofl have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 
I do present you with a man of mine, 

[Presenting Horte: 
Cunning in music, and the mathematics, 
To instruct her fully in those sciences. 
Whereof, L know, she is not ignorant : 
Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 
His name is Licio, bom in Mantua. 

Bap. You're welcome, sir ; and he, for your good S 
But for my daughter Katharine, — this i know, 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

Pet. I see, you do not mean to part with her ; 
Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not, I speak but as I find. 
Whence are you, sir, what may I call your name ? 

Pet. Petmchio is my name ; Antonio's son, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his i 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 
l^et us, that are poor petitioners, speak too : 
Baccare !' you are marvellous forward. 

Pet. O, pardon me, signior Gremio ; I would fai 
doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your woi 

£7] The iron! h in old ^ro^Qd>Vi\ om. Y KA.^'BA^ 
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— Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of it. 
To express the like kindness myself, that have beea more 
kindly beholden to you than any, I freely give unto you 
this young scholar, that hath been long studying at Rheims 
[Presenting Lucentio] ; as cunning in Greek, Latin, and 
other languages, as the other in music and mathematics : 
his name is Cambio ; pray, accept his service. 

Bap. A thousand thanks, signior Gremio : welcome, 
Good Cambio. — But, gentle sir, me thinks, yoa walk like 
a stranger ; [To Tkanio.] May I be so bold to know the 
cause of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own ; 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 
Do make myself a suitor to your daughter. 
Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 
Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me,. 
In the preferment of the elder sister : 
This liberty is all that 1 request, — 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 
I may have welcome 'mongA the rest that woo, 
And free access and favour as the rest. 
And, toward the education of your daughters, 
I here bestow a simjA! instrument, 
And this small packet of Greek and Latin books :* 
If you accept them, tlien their worth is gpreat. 

Bap, Luccntio is your name ? of whence, I pray ? 

Tra. Of Pisa, sir ; son to Vicentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa ; by report 
1 know him well : you are very welcome, sir. — 
Take you [To Hor.] the lute, and you [To Luc] the 

set of books, 
You shall go see your pupils presently. 
Holla, within ! — Sirrah, lead 

^ Enter a Servant. 
These gentlemen to my daughters ; and tell tiiem both. 
These are their tutors ; bid them use them well. — 

[Exit servant, with Hort. Lucen. and BlOlf 
We will go walk a little in the orchard. 
And then to dinner : You are passing welcome. 
And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste, 

— ^— ^^— — ~*^— 

[8] Id ClueeD Elizabeth*s time the young ladies of quality w«r6 uaually lli i m 
4d is ilM toanad languages, if any pains were bestoved on their ndodt at alL Ia^ 
J«M Cirey «9d b«r ifcitui* Uueen Eliaabetlu kc in UWi Hnrtiywt- TiSS^ . 

18 Vol. UI. HL*^ 
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And every day I cannot come to woo. 
Toa knew my fether well ; and in him, me, 
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have betterM rather than decreas'd : 
Then tell me, — i( 1 get your daughter's love. 
What dowry shall I have with her to wife ? 

Bap. Afler my death, the one half of my lands : 
And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And, for that dowry, I'll assure her of 
Her widowhood, — be it that she survive me,-— 
In all my lands and leases whatsoever : ' 

Let specialties be therefore drawn between us. 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap, A}', when the special thing is well obtained, 
This is, — her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 
And where two raging fires meet together. 
They do consume the thing that feeds their fury : 
Though little lire grows gi:#t with little wind, 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 
So I to her, and so she yields to me ; 
For I am rough, and woo not like -Ababe. 

Bap. Well may'st thou woo, and happy be thy speed ! 
But be thou armM for some unhappy words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds. 
That shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Re-enter Hortensio, with his head broken. 

Bap. How now, my friend ? why dost thou look so pale ; 

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. 

Bap, What, will my daughter prove a good musician ? 

Hor. I think, she'll sooner prove a soldier ; 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to the late 1 

Hor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute to me. 
I did but tell her, she mistook her frets,' 
And bow'd her hand to teach lier fingering ;, 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 
JTrets, call you these ? quoth she : V II fume with them: 
And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 
And through the instrument my pate made way ; 
And there I stood amazed for a while, 

AJ?iAf!L?J?f* ■**^,5£,ItSJ!11*^** imtnimeot which ein« or mVlatai tbe tI* 
Wima of the string. JOHS 60111. 
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As on a pillory, looking through the lute : 
While she did call me, — rascal fiddler, 
And — twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile terms, 
As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench ; 
I love her ten times more than e'er I did : 
O, how I long to have some chat with her ! 

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not so discomfited : 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns. 
— Signior Petruchio, will you go with us ; 
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet. I pray you do ; 1 will attend her here,— 

[Exe. Bap. Gre. Xra. and Hqe. 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Say, that she raiT; Why, then I'll tell her plain^ 
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale ; 
Say, that she frown ; Til say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash'd with dew : 
Say, she be mute, and will not speak a word ; 
Then I'll commend her volubility. 
And say, — she uttereth piercing eloquence : 
If she do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks. 
As though she bid me stay by her a week ; 
If she deny to wed, I'll crave the day 
When I shall ask the banns, and when be married z-— 
But here she comes ; and now, Petruchio, speak. 

Enter Katharina. 
Good-morrow, Kate ; for that's your name, I hear. 

Kath, Well have yoa heard, but something hard of 
hearing ; 
Thej call me — ^Katharine, that do talk of me. 

Pet. You lie, in faith ; for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst ; 
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my super-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all cates : and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; — 
Hearing thy mildness prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 
(Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,) ^ 

Myself am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. 

Kaih. Mov'd ! in good time : let him that mov'd you 
j hither, 



t 
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RemoTe you hence : I knew you at the first, 
Fou were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what's a moveable ? 

KcUh. A joint-stool.* 

Pet. Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me. 

K<Uh. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

Pet, Women are made to bear, and so are you. 

Kath, No such jade, sir, as you, if me you mean. 

Pet. Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee : 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 

Kath. Too hght for such a swain as you to catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be 

Pet. Should be ? should buz. 

Kath, Well ta'en, and like a buzzard. ' 

Pet. O, slow-wing'd turtle ! shall a buzzard take thee ? 

Kath. Ay, for a turtle ; as he takes a buzzard.* 

Pet. Come, come, you wasp ; i'faith, you are too angry 

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out 

Kath. Ay, if the fool could fmd it where it lies. 

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp doth wear his sting ? 
in his tail. 

Kath. In his tongue. 

Pet. Whose tongue ? 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails ; and so fareweU. 

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come 
again. 
Good Kate ; I am a gentleman. 

Kaih. That Til try. [Striking him, 

pet. I swear I'll cuff you, if you strike again. 

Kath. So may you lose your arms : 
' If you strike me, you are no gentleman ; 
And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate ? O put me in thy books. - 

Kath. What is your crest ? a coxcomb ? 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 

Koith. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven.' 

Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come ; you must not loo k so soar. 

ril This is a proverbial expression. STEEVENS. 

[S] Perhaps we may read better— Jjr, /or a turtle, and he Uku m btUMmf4, i. e. 
be may take me for a tvrtUt and he shall find roe a kantk. JOHNSOK. 

n] A erovm is a deeenenOe, dispirited coclc STEEVEHS. 

Vrtnen was a term also applied to those who in appeids of battle htfinnn re* 
cnant, and by proDouneinc this word, called for quarter Dram their Ojnimmffi ; 
Om eooMqiwDce of which was, that thej forerer after were deemed ifllUMa. 

BUBD* 

\ 
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Kath. It is my fiisliioD, when I see a craib. 

Pet. Wliy, here's no crab ; and therefore look not sofflT. 

Kdth» There is, there is. 

Pet, Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face ? 

Kath. Well aim'd oi such a young one. 

Pet. Now, by saint George, I am too yomig feryou* 

Kath. Yet you are withered. 

Pet. 'Tis with cares. 

Kath. I care not. 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you 'scape not sa 

Kath, I chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go. 

Pet. No, not a whit ; I find you passing^ gentle. 
'Twas told me you were rough, and coy^ and sullen, 
And now I find report a very liar'; 
For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous ; 
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers : 
Thou can^t not frown, thou canst not look askance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 
But thou with mildness entertain'st thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, sofl and afiable. 
Why does the woTid report, that Kate doth limp ? 
O slanderous world ! Kate, like the hazle-twig, 
Is straight and slender ; and as brown in hue. 
As hazle nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 
O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'st command. 

Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove, 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 
And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful ! 

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly speech ? 

Pet. It is extempore from my mother-wit. 

Kath. A witty mother \ witless else her son. 

Pet. Am I not wise ? 

Kath. Yes ; keep you warm. 

Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy bed t 
And therefore, setting all this chat aside, 
Thus in plain terms : — Your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wife ; your dowry 'greed m ; 
And, will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Vow, Xate> J am a husband for jour tnxtL\ 
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For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, | 

(Thy beauty, that doth make me Uke thee welly) 

Thou must be married to no man but me : 

For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate ; 

.\nd bring you from a wild cat* to a Kate 

Conformable, as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father ; never make denial, ^ ^ , 

I must and will have Katharine to my wile. 

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, and TiuiriO. 

Bap, Now, 
Signior Petruchio : How speed you with 
My daughter ? 

Pet. How but well, sir ? how but well ? 
It were impossible, f should speed amiss. 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine ? in yotir 
dumps ? 

Kath. Call you me, daughter ? now I promise you, 
You have showed a tender fatherly regard, 
To wish me wed to one half lunatic ; 
A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearirig Jack, 
'I'hat thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pet. Father, 'tis thus, — yourself and all the worlds 
Thattalk'd of her, have talk'd amiss of her; 
If she be curs'd, it is for policy : 
I'or sljc's not froward, but modest as the dove ; 
She is not hot, but temperate as the mom ; 
For patience she will prove, a second Grissel ;* 
And Roman Lucrece wr her chastity : 
And to conclu'ie. — ^we have 'greed so well together. 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath. I'll see thee hangM on Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! she says, she'll see thee 
hang'd first. 

Tra. Is this your speeding? nay, then, good night 
our part ! 

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for mys^H*; 
If she and I be plens'd, what's that to you? 
'Tis bargained 'twixt us twain, being alone, 
That she shall still be curst in company. 
1 tell you, 'tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate t — 

M The editor of the second folio ivith some probability tm^af-from a mlid K§IL 
(meanios OBrUiflly eaf.) MALONE. 
m TAfl itorT of Qrua to to V% touD& tnwBC^te tiOi&TQiiS&teai^ (M rifBBb 
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She hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss 
She vied so &st, protesting oath on oath, 
That in a twink she won me to her love. 
O, you are novices ! 'tis a world to see, 
How tame, when men and women are alone, 
A meacock wretch^ can make the curstest shrew. 
—Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day : — 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests ; 
I will be sure, my Katharine shall be fine. 

Bap, I know not what to say : but give me your hands; 
— God send you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match. 

Gre, Tra. Amen, say we ; we will be witnesses. 

Pet, Father, and wife, and gentlen^en, adieu ; 
I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace : — 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array ; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o' Sunday. 

[Exe, Pet. and Kath. severally 

Gre, Was ever match clapp'd up so suddenly ? 

Bap, Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. 

Tra, 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you : 
'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap, The gain 1 seek is — quiet in the match. 

Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter ; — 
Now is the day we long have looked for ; 
I am your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

Tra. And I am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess. 

Gre, Youngling ! thou canst not love so dear as I. 

Tra, Grey4)eard ! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre, But thine doth fry.^ 
Skipper, stand back ; 'tis age, that nourisheth. 

Tra, But youth, in ladies' eyes that flourisheth. ^ 

/ 

1. ■ ■ ! ■ ■■' i ■ I I I — — — ^— 

6] 1. e. a timorous dastardly ereatore. STEEVENS. 
,7j Old Gremio^s notions are confirmed by SbadweU : 

'* Tlie fire of love in yoittliful blood, 
Uke what is kindled in bruab-wood. 

But for the moment bums r"— 
But when crept into aged Teina, 
It slowly bums, and long remaijn ; 
It glows, and trtth a sullen heat. 
Like fire in logs, it burns, and iprms us long , 
And though the flame be ^otiojffe^ 
Tet is the heat as strong.*' J^Hl^SON 
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Eap. Content you, ^ntlenien ; I'll compound this strife: 

'Tis deeds mu«t win thp prize ; and he, of both^ 

That can assure my daughter greatest dower, 

Shall have Bianca'8 love. 

— Siiy. signior Circmio, what can you assure her ? 
Grc. rii*st, as you know, my house within the city 

Is riclily iuniished with plate and gold ; 

Habonii, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 

iMy hangings all of Tyriaii tapestiy : 

111 ivory coft'ers 1 have stufl^'ii my crowns ; 

In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints,* 

< 'ostly apparel, tonts, and canopies, 

Kino linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl, 

V'alanoe cf Venice gold in needle-work, 

Pewter and bra.ssi,^ and all things that belong 

To house, or house-keeping: then, at my farm, 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 

Sixscore fat oxen j* landing in my stalls, 

And all things answerable to this portion. 

.Mv sell* am struck in years, I must confess ; 

And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If. whilst 1 live, she will be only mine. 

Tra. That ofilif came well in. — Sir, list to me, 

1 am my father's heir, and only son : 

If 1 may have your daughter to my wife, 

111 leave her houses three or four as good, 

Within rich Pisa wall}«, as any one 

Old signior Gremio has in Padua ; 

Besides two thousand ducatsi by the year. 

Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure.-* 

What, have 1 pinch'd you, signior Gremio ? 

Gre. Two thousand ducats by the year, of land ! 
My land amounts not to so much in all : 
That she shall have ; besides an argosy. 
That now is lying in Marseilles' road :— 
What, have 1 chokM you with an argosy ? 

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known, my father hath no tess 
Than three great argosies ; besides two galliasses,' 
And twelve tight gailies : these I will assure her* 

rsj Connterpoir.tt were io aneieot tioiM extremely costiv! tn Wft Tjlei^ K- 
bellton, Stowe iorornr.a us* v^bcn tbe iiwurtenta broke Into the mtdroht u tteSft' 
Tor. they destroyed a coverlet, worth a thoasand marks. MALOlIfi. 

We may siippose tbat pewter wm. even in the time of Qumk Ryinhflih. Bbd 

Jto be used in commoD. STEEVRNS. 
A galeas or gdliass, is a heavy lo#4>uUt Teuel of btutlMQ, id th bot h mI1» 
nr,putiUnsttoocoQftteiiaknieQl%M:9wdk%V\\«^. ftTSfiYBSTfl. 
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And twice as much, whatever thou offer'st next. 

Gre. Nay, I have offer 'd all, I hare do more ; 
And she can have no more than all I have ; — 
If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the world» 
By your firm promise ; Gremio is out-vied.* 

Bap. I must confess, your offer is the best ; 
And, let your father make her the assurance, 
She is your own ; else, you must pardon me : 
If 3'ou should die before him, where 's her dower ? 

Tra. That's but a cavil ; he is old, I young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old ? 

Bap. Well, gentlemen, 
I am thus resolv'd : — On Sunday next, you know, 
My daughter Katharine is to be married : 
Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca, 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 
If not, to signior Gremio : 
And so I take my leave, and thank you both. [£rd* 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. — Now I fear thee not; 
Sirrah, young gamester, your father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his waning age, 
Set foot under thy table : Tut ! a toy ! 
An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [ExU* 

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide ! 
Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten.' 
'Tis in my head to do my master good : — 
I se^ QQ reason, but supposed Lucentio 
Must get a father, call'd— supposed Vincentio ; — 

And that's a wonder : fathers, commonly, 
Do get their children ; but, in this case of wooing, 
A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning. 

[Exi:. 



■rt 



This is a term at the old game of Weei. When one man w«s vUd upon n- 
otiier, be was said to be out-vied. STEEvENS. 

Kjfc and rmjpc were teron at earda, now superteded by the nort modem ^o*^ 
bt^g. The words were frequently ysed in a sense scnnewnat remote lirom th9 orln^ 
net one. In the famouN trial of the seven bishops, the ehief Jiistie* njii '* w« 
must not permit vjfiNf and revjfing upon one aootber.** FARMED 

[3] That is, with the highest card, in the old simple tames of our aseiltoifl. So 
that this beeanie a proverbial expression. WARBiJRTON. 

As we arb on the subiect of cards, it may not be amiss to tako Qotioftof % •wy 
Bon blunder relative to their names. We call the ktmgt fvesm lad H t m , *SSK 
emrdt, whereas they were aneiontiy deoomlnOed coiCv, or t t al itw ii i ttitf IflW. 
fiMt«ordr«sM. STEfiVfiSS. 



282 TAMING OF IGTl 

ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A Room in Baptista's House. Enter Luce 

Tio, HoRTENSio, and Bianca. 

Lucentio, 
Fiddler, forbear ; you grow too forward, sir : 
Hare you so soon forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katharine welcomM you withal ? 

Ilor, But, wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroness of lieavcnly harmony : 
Then give mc leave to have prerogative ; 
And when in music we have spent an hour, 
Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc. Preposterous ass ! that never read so far 
To know the caiise why music was ordain'd ! 
Was it not,, to refresh the mind of man, 
Ailcr his studies, or his usual pain ? 
Then give me leave to read philosophy, 
And, while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

Hor. Sirrah, 1 will not bear these braves of thine. 

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong. 
To strive for that which resteth in my choice : 
I am no breeching scholar in the schools ; 
I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times. 
But Jeam my lessons as I please myself. 
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down : — 
Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 
His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd. 

Hor. You'll leave his lecture when I am in tune ? 

[To Bianca. — Hortensio retir 

Luc. That will be never ; — tune your instrument. 

Bian. Where left we last ? 

Luc. Here, Madam : — 
Hoc that Simois ; hie est Sigeia tellus ; 
Hie steterat Priami regia celsa senis, 

Bian. Construe them. 

Luc. Hoc ibatt m I told you before, — Simoi*^ I i 
Lucentio, — hie est, son unto Vincentio of Pisa, — Sigeia I 
lusy disguised thus to get your love ; — Hie iteterat^ i 
that Lucentio that comes a wooing, — Priami^ is my m 
Tranio, — regia, bearing my port, — celsa tenit, that ' 
might beguile the old pantaloon.^ 

^^— — Llj 

[4] The o\A wA\9 l&\Wi\3uitsK«k ^OttSCWSm* 
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Hor, Madam, my instrument's in tune. [Returning. 

Bian, Let's hear; — [HoiiTEirsiop/a^#. 

fye ! the trehle jars. 

Lfuc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it : Hac that 
Simois, I know you not ; — hie est Sigeia tellus, I trust you 
not ; — Hie sicierat Priami^ take heed he hear us not j — 
regittj presume not ; — eclsa seniSf despair not. 

Hor. Madam, 'lis now in tune. 

Luc. All but the base. 

Hor. The base is right ; 'tis the base knave that jars. 
How fiery and forward our pedant is ! 
Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
Pedascule, I'll watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 

Luc. Mistrust it not ; for, sure, ^acides 
Was Ajax,— call'd so from his grandfather. 

Bian. I must believe my master ; else, I promise you> 

1 should be arguing still upon that doubt : 
But let it rest. — Now, Licio, to you : — 
Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I ha?e been thus pleasant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, [To Lucentio.] and give me 
leave a while ; 
My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc. Are you so formal, sir ? well, I must wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv'd, 
Our fine musician groweth amorous. [Aside* 

Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument^ 
To learn the order of my fingering, 
I must begin with rudiments of art ; 
To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 
More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 
And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hprtensio. • 

Bian. [Reads.] Gamut I amy the ground of aZiticctrdj 
A re, to plead Hortensio^s passion ; 

B mi, JBianctty take him for thylord^ 
C faut, that loves with aU cffeeHon : 

D sol re, one cliff', two notes haue 7; . . \—. 

£ la mi, show pity^ or I die, 
CaJ] yoa ihia^gamut ? tat I I Ukft it nsftV 




^04 TAMING OF ACT UL 

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice. 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser. Mistress, your father prays you leave your bobbi^ 
And help to dress your sister's chamber up ; - i 

You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both ; I must be gone. 

[Exe. BiANCA and ServaH. 

Luc, Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to stay. [Exit, 

Hor, But I have cause to pry into this pedant ; 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love : — 
Vet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble. 
To cast thy wandVing eyes on every stale. 
Seize thee, that list : if once I find thee ranging, 
Ilortensio will. be quit with thee by changing. [Exit, 

SCENE II. 

The same. Before Baptista's House, Enter Baftisti. 
Gremio, Tramo, Katharina, Bianca, Lucentio, and 
Attendants, 

Bap, Signior Lucentio, [To Tranio.] this is the 'point- 
ed day 
That Katharine and Petruchio should be married, 
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law : 
What will be said ? what mockery will it be. 
To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ? 
What says Lucentio to this shame of ours ? 

Kaih, No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be fbrc'd 
To give !ny hand, oppos'd against my heart, 
Unto a mad-brain'd rudesby, full of spleen ;' 
Who woo'd in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 
I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 
Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 
And, to be noted for a merry man, 
He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage. 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the bamis ; 
Yet ni^er means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 
And say, — Lo, there is mad Petruchio^s wife^ 
If it would please him come and marry her "^ 

Tra, Patience, good Katharine, and Baptiata too ; 1 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well. 



pj TliBtif, CuUo{huiaottr,cia^\<:A«D)iVD»QaCt»tt« IQHHSQIVb 
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Whatever forlimc stays bim from his word : 
Though he be blunt, I kaow him passing wise ; 
Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest. 

^ Kath. 'Would Katharine had never seen him though ! 

t*- [Exity weeping, followed by Bianca, and others. 

Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For such an injury would vex a saint, 
Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter Bionoello. 

Bion. Master, master ! news, old news, and such news 
as you never heard of 

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio's 
coming ? 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? 

Bion. When he stands wliere I am, and sees you there. 

Tra. But, say, what : — To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat, and 
an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, thrice turned ; a 
pair of boots that have been candle-cases, one buckled, 
. another laced ; an old rusty sword ta'en out of the 
town-armory, with a broken hilt, and chapeless ; with 
two broken points :^ His horse hipped with an old mothy 
saddle, the stirrups of no kindred : besides, possessed 
with the glanders, and like to mose in the chine ; trou- 
bled with the lampass, infected with the fashions, full of 
windgalls, sped with spavins, raied with the yellows, past 
cure of the fives," stark spoiled with the staggers, be- 
gnawn with the bots ; swayed in the back, and shoulder- 
shotten ; near-legged before,^ and with a half-checked 
bit, and a head-stall of sheep's leather; which, being re- 
strained to keep him from stumbling, hath been oflen 
burst, and now repaired with knots : one girt six times 
pieced, and a woman's crupper of velure, which hath 

(61 The broken points might be the two broken tags to the laces. TOLLET. 

[7] Fa$fiions.—^o called in the west of Eogland, but by the b«at writen on 
farrMry ,/arttRf, or farcy. .-.Fives. So called in the west : vives elsewhen, and 
mvivettty the French ; a distemper io hones, litUe differing from the >^'*gS[S-. 

ni i. e. foundered in hb fort-feet: htTioc u tb« iodklM term tt, iMfcrt/Mr« 
fttftoitaDdoo. MALONG. 
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two letters for her nanie, fairly set down in studs, and 
here and iK.^re pieced with packthread. 

Bap, Who comes with him? 

Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world caparisoa- 
ed like the horse ; with a linen stock on one leg, and 
a kersey hoot-hose on the other, gartered with a red and 
blue hst; an ohl hat, and The humour of forty fanda 
pricked in't for a feather :^ a monster, a very monster in 
apparel ; and not hke a christian foot-boy, or a gentle- 
man's lackey. 

Tra. 'Tis some odd humour pricks him to this fashion ; 
— Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd. 

Bap, 1 am glad he is come, howsoe'er he comes. 

Bion. Why, sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didst thou not say, he comes ? 

Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came ? 



Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, sir ; I say, his horse comes with him on his 
back. 

Bap. Why, that's all one. 

Bion, Nay, by saint Jamy, I hold you a penny, 
A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not many. 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants ? who is at home? 

Bap. You are welcome, sir. 

Pet. And yet 1 come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

TVa. Not so well appareird 
As I wish you were. 

Pet. Were it better I should rush in thus. 
But where is K.Ue ? where is my lovely bride ?— 
How does my father ? — Gentles, methinks you frown • 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company ; 
As if they saw some wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? 

Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wedding-day : 

p] This was some balla>J or drodery of that time, which the poet here ridiculesi 
by making Petruchio prick it up iu his foot-boy's hat for a feather. His apeaken 
are perpetually ouotiug scraps a(i<l htanzas of ballads, and often very obscurely; 
forgo weU are tney adapted to the occasion, that they seem of a piece witbtM 
rest In Shakespeare's time, the kingdom was over-run with these doggrel coopo- 
■itiona. And he seems to have borne them a very partic'Ular grudge. He In- 
quei^y ridicules both them and theb makers with excellent humour. 

WARBURTON. 

I have some doubts concerning this interpretatioa. A/tMcjf appears to tefS 
pttniOBe ornament worn formerly in the bit. A/iuujft lu>vtv§r, naaat^M* 
/•r^fODf, orfOBDet,oroUicrpMiiL UAliONB. 
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First were we sad, fearing you would not come ; 
Now, sadder, that you come so unprovided. 
Fye ! doff this habit, shame to your estate, 
An eye-sore to our solemn festival. ../ 

Tra, And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detained you from your wife, 
And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

Pet, Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear : 
Suffice th, I am come to keep my word. 
Though in some part enforced to digress ; 
"Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 
!Dut, where is Kate ? I stay too long from her ; 
The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church. 

Tra, See not your bride in these unreverent robes ; 
Cro to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, believe me ; thus I'll visit her.' 
■ Bap, But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 

Pet, Good sooth, even thus ; therefore have done with 
words ; 
To pic she's married, not unto my clothes : 
Could I repair what she will wear in me, 
As I can change these poor accoutrements, 
'Twere well for Kate, and better for myself, 
fiut what a fool am I, to chat with you, 
When I should bid good-morrow to my bride. 
And seal the title with a lovely kiss ? [Exe, Pet. i'c, 

Tra, He hath some meaning in his mad attire : 
We will persuade him, be it possible. 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Lap, ril after him, and see the event of this. [Exit, 

Tra. But, sir, to her love concemeth us to add 
Her father's liking : Which to bring to pass, 
As I before imparted to your worship, 
I am to get a man, — whate'er he be. 
It skills not much ; we'll fit him to our turn,— 
And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa ; 
And make assurance, here in Padua, 
Of greater sums than I have promised. 
So shall you quietly enjoy your hope. 
And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Luc, Were it not that my fellow schoolmaster 
Doth watch Bianca's steps so narrowly, 
^Xwere good, methinks, to steal our maim^^^ S 
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Which once performM, let all the world say— no, ] | 

I'll keep mine own, despite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look intO| 
And watch our vantage in this business : 
We'll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio, 
The narrow-prying father, Minola ; 
The quaint musician, amorous Licio ; 
All for my master's sake, Lucentio. — 

Re'Cnter Gremio. 
Signior Gremio ! came you from the church ? 

Gre. As willingly as e'er 1 came from school 

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home ! 

Gre, A bridegroom, 8ay you ? 'tis a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find 

Tra, Curstor than she ? why, 'tis impossible. 

Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra. Why, she's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 

Gre. Tut ! she's a lamb, a dovo, a fool to him. 
I'll tell you, sir Lucentio ; When the priest 
Should ask — if Katharine should be his wife, 
Atff by gogs-ii'owis^ quoth he ; and swore so loud, 
That, all amaz'd, the priest let fall the book : 
And, as he stoop'd again to take it up, 
The mad-brain 'd bridegroom took him such a cuff. 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest , 
A^ow take them uvy quoth he, if any list, 

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose again ? 

Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp'd, and 
swore, 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done, 
lie calls for wine : — A health, quoth he ; as if 
lie had been aboard, carousing to his mates 
After a storm : — quaJOPd off the muscadel,* 
And threw the sops all in the sexton's face ; 
Having no other treason, — 

[11 Quqff^d qff the muHcadel.— It appears from this passage, aod the followiag 
oD€ in Tht History of iht Two Maids of Moreclaeke, a comedy by Robert Armia, i 
1609, that it was the custom to drink wioe immediately after the marriage oere- 
■Dony. Armin's play begins thus : 

** Enter a Maid strewing Jlonertt and a serving-man ptxf^oning the dwr, 

** Maid. Strew, strew. 

** Man. The tMucaiiint stays for the bride at ehureb. -' < 

** The priest and Hymen's ceremonies 'tend I 

•'To make them muud wife." STfiEVJBirS. ^ 

The fashion of introducing tC bowl of wine Into the churah at a ii«ddSic, to bl 

4lnnk by the bride and bridegroom, and penons present, was Ttry anelentl^ a eoa- 

^ttUBt Mramooy { tsd Hipve«nttom\^V«a«&>w(t.«lMUriu9iiaoar KitkaKaaaa 
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But that his beard grew thin and hnngerly, 

And seem'd to ask him sops as he was drinking. 

This done, he took the bride about the neck ; 

And kissM her hps with such a clamorous smack, 

That, at the parting, all the church did echo.* 

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming : 

Such a mad marriage never was before ; 

Hark, hark ! 1 hear the minstrels play. [Music, 

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Baptista, HoR* 

TENSio, Grumio, and Train, 

Pet, Gentlemen and- friends^ I thank you for your pains. 
1 know, you think to dine with me to-day. 
And have prepar'd great store of wedding cheer; 
But so it is, my baste doth call me hence, 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Is't possible, you will away to-night? 

Pet, I must away to-day, before night come •— 
Make it no wonder ; if. you knew my business. 
You would entreat me rather go than stay. 
And, honest company, I thank you all. 
That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife : 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 
For I must hence, and farewell to yon all. 

Tra, Lot us entreat you stay till after dinner. 

Pet, It may not be. 

Gre. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath, Let me entreat you. 

Pet. I am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay ; 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath, Now, if yon love me, stay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horses. 

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready ; the oats have eaten the 
horses.* 

Kath. Nay, then. 
Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ; 

[11 It appears that this was also part of the marriage ceremonial. STEEVENS: 
{2J There is still a ludicrous expression used when horses have staid so toaf il ft 

place as to have eaten more than they are worth-^viz. that their htadt an Cm tig 

hr the ttable-dooT. STBEVBNS. 

19 Vol. HI ^ 
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No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 
The door is open, sir, there lies your way. 
Ton may he jogging, whiles your hoots are green ; 
Forme, TU not he gone, till I please myself: — 
'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly surly groom. 
That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

Pet. O, Kate, content thee ; pr'ythee, he not angry. 

KcUh. I will he angry ; What hast thou to do ? 
-—Father, be quiet ; he shall stay my leisure. 

Ore. Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work. 

KoUh. Gentlemen, forward to the hridal dinner :-~ 
I see, a woman may be made a fool, 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy command: 
—Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 
Go to the feast, revel and domineer. 
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead. 
Be mad and merry, — or go hang yourselves ; 
But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret ; 
I will be master of what is mine own : 
She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my houses 
My household-stuff, my field, my bam, 
My horse, my ox, my ass,^ my any things 
And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 
m bring my action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. — Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon ; we're beset with thieves ; 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man : — 
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee, Kate ; ' 
I'll buckler thee against a million. [Ex. Pet. Kath. tfr Guv. 

Bap, Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die with laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 

Ijuc. Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister ? 

Bian. That, being mad herself, she's madly mated. 

Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and bride* 
g^om wants 
For to supply the places at the table. 
You know, there wants no junkets at. the feast;— 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom's phce ; 

. U] AUudios to tlM teaUi Gommandmeot : ** —Hum ihalt aot C(n«t thy 
l0irvA«iif^iiorUaoc,BotUaatt.'« HiTSOfiT. 
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And let Bianca take her sister's room. 

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it ? 
Bap, She shall, Lucendo. — Come, gentlemen, let's go. 

. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — A Hall in Petruchio's Country House. En' 

ter Grumio. 

Grumio, 

Fte, fye, on all tired jades ! on all mad masters ! and^ 
all foul ways I Was ever man so beaten ? was ever man 
so rayed ?^ was ever man so weary ? I am sent before to 
make a fire, and they are coming afler to warm them. 
Now, were not I a little pot, and soon hot, my very lips 
might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my 
mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I should come by a' fire 
to thaw me : — But, I, with blowing the fire, shall warm 
myself; for, considering the weather, a taller man than t 
wijl take cold. — Holla, boa ! Curtis ! 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou may'st 
slide from my shoulder to my heel, with, no greater a run 
but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis. 

Curt, Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio ? 

Gru, p, ay, Curtis, ay • and therefore fire, fire ; caft 
on no water. 

Curt. Is she so hot a shrew as she's reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost : but, 
thou know'st, winter tames man, woman, and beast ; for 
it hath tamed my old master, and my new mistress, and 
myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt* Away, you three -inch fool !* I am no beast. 

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a foot ; 

T5] That is, was even man so marked with lashes. JOHNSON. 
At rather meuis bewrayed, i. e. made dirty. So Speoser, speakiof of a fboatiU^ 
** Which she increased with her bleeding heart, , 
And the clean waves witii purple gore did ray.' 
Again, io book III. cant. 8. st. 32. 

** Who whiles the piteous lady up did rise* 
Ruffled and foully ra^^d with filthy soil." TOLLST. 
[6] L e. with a rinill three iochea thicit, a phraae takes from tto tiUekir lOft if 
pliDka. WARBURTOfiT. 
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and so long am I, at the least. But wilt thoa make a fire, 
or shall I complain on thee to our mistress, whose hand 
(jBhe being now at hand,) thou shalt soon feel, to thy cold 
comfort, ror being slow in thy hot office. 

Curt, I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me. How goes the 
world ? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine ; 
and, therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have thy duty ; 
for my master and mistress are almost firozen to death. 

Curt. There's fire ready ; And therefore, good Gru- 
mio, the news ? 

Gru. Why, Jack boy ! ho boy P and as much news as 
thou wilt 

Curt, Come, you are so full of conycatching ; — 

Gru. Why, therefore, fire ; for I have caught ex- 
treme cold. Where's the cook ? is supper ready, the 
house trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept ; the 
serving-men in their new fustian, their white stockings, 
and every officer his wedding-garment on ? Be the jacks 
fair within, the jills fair without,^ the carpets laid,' and 
every thing in order ? 

Curt. All ready ; and therefore, I pray thee, news? 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master and 
mistress fallen out. 

Curt. How? 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt ; And thereby 
hangs a tale. 

Oirt, Let's ha't, good Grumio. 

Gru, Lend thine ear. 

Curt, Here. 

Gru. There. [Str^r^ hum. 

Curt, This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru, And therefore 'tis called, a sensible tsde : and this 
cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beseech listening. 
Now I begin : Imprimis, we came down a foul hill, my 
master riding behind my mistress : — 

Fngneot of some old ballad. WARBURTON. . 

I believe the poet meant to play upon the words Jacib and /tU, which si|^ 
'two drinking nuaturet^ as well as tnen and maid-strvuds. The diitioetiOD 
maide in the Questions concerning them, was owing to this. The /(uftv belDg 
of leather, coma not be made to appear beautifal on the outside, but were Tery 
apt to contract foulness within ; whereas the JiUt, being of metal, were expteted 
to be kept bright externally, and were not liable to dht oa the Inside Un the 
leather. STEBVENS. 

' (•] la oar author's time it wts eustomair to cover taUei with eaipe|». nooMi 
M tfpmn from the present paastge and 0then» were ■Crtlrad with rmhoi; ^ 
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Curt, Both on one horse ? 

Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale : — But hadst thou not- crossed 
me, thou should'st have heard how her horse fell, and she 
under her horse ; thou should'st have heard, in how miry 
a place : how she was bemoiled ; how he lefl her with 
the horse upon her ; how he beat me because her horse 
stumbled ; how she waded through the dirt to pluck him 
off me ; how he swore ; how she prayed — that never 
prayed before ; how I cried ; how the horses ran away ; 
how her bridle was burst ; how I lost my crupper ; — ^with 
many things of worthy memory ; which now shall die in 
oblivion, and thou return unexperienced to thy gra^ e. 

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew than she. 

Gru. Ay ; and that, thou and the proudest of you all 
shall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of 
this ? — call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, Philip, 
Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest ; let their heads be sleekly 
combed, their blue coats brushed, and their garters of an 
indifferent knit : let them curtesy with their left legs ; and 
not presume to touch a hair of my master's horse -tail, 
till they kiss their hands. Are they all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho ? you must meet my master, to 
countenance my mistress. 

Gru. Why, she hath a fitce of her otvn. 

Curt. Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou, it seems ; that callest for company to 
countenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to credit her. 

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them.. 

Enter severed Servants. 

J^ath. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

Jos. What, Grumio ! 

JVich. Fellow Grumio ! 

ATath. How now, old lad ? 

Gru. Welcome, you ;— how now, you; — ^what, you.;. 
— ^fellow, you ; — and thus much for greeting. Now, nqr 
ipruce companions, is all ready, and all tbingi neat T 

Aod. All things are ready : How near if ear; 
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Gru. E'en at hand, lighted by this ; and therefoi^ be 
not, Cock's passion, silence ! — I hear my master. 

Enter Petruchio and Katharina. 

Pet, Where be these knaves ? What, no man at door, 
To hold my stirrup, nqjr to take my horse ! 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Phiup ? — 

All Serv, Here, here, sir ; here, sir. 

Pet. Here, sir I here, sir I here, sir ! here, sir ! — 
Yon logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms ! 
What, no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ? — 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 

Gm, Here, sir ; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet, You peasant swain t you whoreson malt-horse 
drudge ! 
iDid not I bid thee meet me m the park. 
And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ? 

Grtt. Nathaniers coat, sir, was not fully made. 
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i' th' heel ; . 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat,* 
And Walter's dagger was not come from sheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory ; 
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

Pet, Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. — 

[Exe, some of the Servants. 
Where is the life that late I led} — [Singf* 

Where are those Sit down, Kate, and welcome. 

Soud, soud, soud, soud ! 

Re-enter Servants xviih supper^ 
Why, when, I say ? — Nay, good sweet Kate, be merry. 
•—Off with my boots, you rogues, you villains ; When ? 
It was the friar of orders grey,^ [Singt 

As he forth walked on his way : — ' 
Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 
Take that, and mend tne plucking off the other.*-* 

[Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate : — Some water, here .; what, ho ! — 

r 11 A tiiUr is a torch of pitch. STESVENS. 

[2] A scrap of some old ballad. Ancient Pistol elsewhere quotes the mim Um. 

Ifi an old black letter book intituled, A gorgioua Oallerv of nllant InveotkHM, Lu^ 

4to. 1578, is a sonfc to the tune of HThtre U the^l^e UuU laUllei. RTTSOH. 

~ raj Dispersed through Shakespeare^s plays are many little fra(iBeiita oC aideflt 
ballad ----- . — . .. - — 



ilads, the entire copies of which cannot now be recovered. Many of 
OK the most beautiful and pathetic aimplicity. Dr. Percy hm aetoeted km 
sod e«Muiected them together witli • feW sapplemeotal stansv; a work* fiVUk li 
once ibews bis oitB poetical abilities, as well as hii 
iVOM/lai of our most ancient binU. STU^V^KSl^ 
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Where's my spaniel Troilus ? — Sirrah, get yon hence. 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : — [Ex. Serv» 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted with. 
— Where are my slippers ? — shall I have some water ? 

[A bason is presented to himm 
Come, Kate, and wash,^ and welcome heartily : 

[Servant lets the ewer fall* 
You whoreson villain ! will you let it fall ? [Strikes him* 

Kath, Patience, I pray you ; 'twas a fault unwilling. 

Pet, A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-ear'd knave ! 
Come, Kate, sit down ; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate ; or ^Ise shall I ?^ 
What is this ? mutton ? 

1 Serv, Ay. ^ 

Pet. Who brought it ? 

1 Serv, I. 

Pet, 'Tis burnt ; and so is all the meat : 
What dogs are these ? — Where is the rascal cook ? 
How durst you, villains, biing it from the dresser, 
And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

[Throws the meat, 4*c. a^out the stage 
You heedless joltheads, and unmanner'd slaves ! 
What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you straight. 

Kaih. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet ; 
The meat was well, if you were so contented. 

Pet, I tell thee, Kate, 'fwas burnt and dried awaj ; 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it. 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 
And better 'twere, that both of us did fast, — 
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric^— 
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 
Be patient ; to-morrow it shall be mended. 
And, for this night, we'll fast for company :— 
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 

[Exe. Pet. Kath. and Curtis. 

Ao^^. [Advancing,'] Peter, didst ever see. the like? 
Peter, He kills her in her own humour. 

Re-enter Cubtis. - 
Gru. Where is he ? 



[4] It was the eustom in our aiithor*f time, (and Utag before,) to wash tta kndft 
imediately before dinner and sapper, as well as aftenmds. H>T AWflL 
As our ancestors eat with theg: fingers, whieh might not ^ i 



meals. an<^ afHer them must be (xeasy,. sre eaoMt wonder i* mask 
luUoos. STEEVE^JS. 
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Curt, In her chamber, 
Making a sermon of continency to her : 
And rails, and swears, and rates ; that she, poor soul. 
Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak ; 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [EkcewU, 

Re-enter Petrcchio. 
Pet. Thus hare I politicly begun my reign. 
And 'tis my hope to end successfully : 
My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 
And, till she stoop, she must not be full-gorg'd. 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard,* 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call. 
That is, — to watch her, as we watch these kites, 
That bate,^ and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat ; 
Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not , 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
m find about the making of the bed ; 
And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolster. 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets :— 
Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend,^ 
That all is done in reverend care of her ; 
And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night : 
And, if she chance to nod, Til rail, and brawl, 
And witlf the clamour keep her still awake. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 
And thus I'll curb her mad and head-strong humonr : — 
He that -knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak ; 'tis charity to show. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 
Padua. Before Biptista's House, Enter Tranio and 

HORTENSIO. 

Trci. Is't possible, friend Licio, that Bianqa 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir^ to satisfy you in what 1 have said, 

*~^^"^— — — — ^^— ■^— — ^»^-» '^— ■"^— ^ ..i^^^^i^—^— ii^i— — — .— I— i— — 

(51 A haggard is a wild tnwk ; to man a hawk is to tame ber. JOHNSON. 
6] To bate n to flutter as a hawk does wbeD it iwooprupoo Ha prey. Mlaatieu 
■upposes it to be derived either from batre^ Fr. to' beat, orlhun s*abatre^ tod*- 
■MBd. MALONB. 

P] /atoMi Ja lomatlmei used by our author for pntanA^ aod la, I believ*, » UMf 
ben. HALONE. 
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Stand hy, and mark the manner of his teachio|f. 

[They stand, ande. 
Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc, Now, mistress, profit you in what yon read ? 

Bian, What, master, read you ? first resolve me thatr 

Luc. I read that I profess, the art to love. 

Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of your jart! . 

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of my 
heart. [They retire. 

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, I.pray^ 
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Lov'd none in the world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra. O despiteful love ! unconstant womankind (-— 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hor. Mistake no more : I am not Licio^ 
Nor a musician, as I seem to be ; 
But one that scorn to live in this disguise » 
For such a one as leaves a gentleman. 
And makes a god of such a culhon : 
Know, sir, that I anl call'd — Hortensio. 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca ; 
And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness, 
I will with you, — if you be so contented,— 
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever. 

Hor. See, how they kiss and court ! — Signior Lacentio^, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow — 
Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her. 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That 1 have fondly flatter'd her withal. 

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,-<« 
Ne'er to marry with her, though she would entreat : 
Fye on her ! see, how beastly she doth court him. 

Hor. 'Would, all the world, but he, had quite forsworn! 
For me, — that I may surely keep mine oaA, 
1 will be married to a wealthy widow, 
Ere three days pass ; which hath as long lov'd me. 
As I have lov'd. this proud disdainful haggard; 
And so, farewell, signior Lucentio. — 
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks 
Shall win my love : — and so I take my leave, 
Jb resd-uXion as 1 swore before. .[fStiiJioh* 

Lucentio and Bikr^il 

Tra. Muiresa Biaaca, Uees you ¥i)fiL wtf^ 
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Am 'longeth to a lover's blessed case ! 

Nay, I have ta'en yoa Dapping, gentle loye ; 

And have forsworn you, with Hortensio. 

Bum. Tranio, you jest ; but have you both forawon Be? 

TVa. Mistress, we have. 

Luc, Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. I'faith, he'll have a lusty widow now. 
That shall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 

Bian. God give him joy t 

Tra, Ay, and he'll tame her. 

Bian, He says so, Tranio. 

Tra, 'Faith, he is gone unto the taming-schooL 

Bian, The taming-school ! what, is there such a place ? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master ; 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, — 
To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biondello, running, 

Bion, O, master, master, 1 have watch'd so long, 
That I'm dog-weary ; but at last I spied 
An ancient angel coming down the hill,^ 
Will serve the turn. 

Tra. What is he, Biondello ? 

Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant,* 
I know not what ; but formal in apparel. 
Id ffait and countenance surely like a father. 

Luc, And what of him, Tranio ? 

TVa, If he be credulous, and trust my tale, 
I'll make him glad to spem Vincentio ; 
And g^ve assurance to Baptista Minola, 
As if he wefe the right Vincentio. 
Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exe. Luc. and BiAir 
Enter a pedant. 

Fed. God save you, sir ! 

Tra, And you, sir ! you are welcome. 
Trav^ you far on, or are you at the furthest ? 

Ped, Sir, at the furthest for a week or two : 
Bat then up further ; and as far as Rome ; 
And so to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 

Tra, What countryman, I pray ? 

p) Jngd primitively sisnifies a wuiienger, but oerhaps thii sense Ja lniiintli«W< 
totte pattage before ui. Cbapmao, in bis tranalatioQ of Homer, ehnuri MBit 
Oflingieraaaiiftl. STEfiVENS. ^ 
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Fed. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir ? — ^marry, Goch forbid ! 
And come to P^dua, careless of your life ? j 

Ptd. My life, sir ! hoiv, I pray? for that goes, hsffdr 

Tra, 'Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua ; Know you not the cause ? 
Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the duke 
(For" private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him,) 
Hath published and proclaim'd it openly : 
'Tis marvel ; but that you're but newly come, 
You might haye heard it else-proclaim'd about. 

Ped» Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so ; 
For I have bills for money by exchanga 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Trd, Well, sir, to do you courtesy. 
This will I dd, and thjs will I advise you ; — 
First, tell me,. have yon ever been at Pisa?- 

Ped. Ay, sir, in Pisa have! often been; 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. " ^ 

Tta. Among' them, know yoii one Vincentid ? 

Ped., I know him not, but I have heard of him ^ 
A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

TrgL, He is \ny father, sir ; and, sooth to say, . 
In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. ^ 

/ Bibn, [Asid^.l As much as an apple doth an oyster, and 

Tra. To save your life in this extremity, [all one 
This favour will I do you for his sake ; 
And think it not the worst of all your fortunes > 
That you are like to sir Vincentio./ 
His name and credit shall you undertake, 
And in my house you shall be friendly lodg'd ; — 
Look, that you take upon you as you should ; 
You understand me, sir; — so shall you stay 
Till Jrou have done your business in the city: 
If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Ped, O, sir, I do j and Will repute yoli ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. / 

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, I let you understand ;-^ 
My father is here look'd for every day. 
To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 
'Twixt rae and one Baptista's daughter here : 
In all these circumstances Til instruct yoti ; 
Go frith m^i sir, to clothe you as becomes yoo. \Ex% 
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SCENE III- 

Si Roam in Pbtruchio's Howe. Enter Eatharina and 

Grumio. 

Gru, No, no, forsooth ; I dare not, for my life. 

KcUh. The more my wrong, the more his spite appean : 
What, did he marry me to famish me ? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door» 
Upon entreaty, have a present alms ; 
If not, elsewhere they meet with charity : 
But I,-r-who never knew how to entreat, — 
Am starvM for meat, giddy for lack of sleep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed : 
And that which spites me more than all these wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love ; 
As who should say, — ^if I should sleep, or eat, 
'Twere deadly sickness, or else present death.-^- 
I pr'ythee go, and get me some repast ; 
I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

Gru, What say you to a neat's foot ? 

Kaih. 'Tis passing good ; I pr'ythee let me have it. 

Grti. I fear, it is too choleric a meat : — 
How say you to a fat -tripe, finely broil'd ? 

Kath. I like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me. 

Gru, I cannot tell ; 1 fear, 'tis choleric. 
What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard ? 

Kath. A dish that I do love to feed upon. * 

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little. 

Kath. Why, then the beef, and let the mustard rest. 

Gru. Nay, then I will not ; you shall have the mustard, 
Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath. Then, both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 

Gru. Why, then the mustard without the beef. 

Kath, Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding slave, 

{Beats him. 
That feed'st me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 
That trimnph thus upon my misery ! 
Qo, get thee gone, I say. 

Enter Petruchio voith a dish of meat ; and HoRTBVaio. 
Pet. How fares my Kate ? What, sweetiiig, ail wnort ? 
Hor. Mistress, what cheer ? 
i^ath, 'Faith, as cold «sc«i^\m« 
i^et, Plii€dExipth7epm\»YVM\L0EAAT&^ 
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Here, love ; thou seest how diligent I am, 
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee : 

[Setr the dith an a tabhs 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kin^ess merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay then, thou lov'st it not ; 
And all my pains is sorted to no proof :-^ 
Here, take away this dish. 

Kaifu 'Pray you, let it stand. 

Pet, The poorest service is repaid with thanks ; 
And so shall imne, before you touch the meat. 

Kaih, I thank you, sir. 

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fye ! you are to blame ! 
; — ^^Come, mistress Kate, I'll bear you company. 

Pet. Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov'st me. [Jiitie» 
— Much good do it unto thy gentle heart I 
Kate, eat apace : — ^And now, my honey love, . 
Will we return unto thy father's house ; . 

And revel it as bravely as the best. 
With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With rufis, apd cuffs, and farthingales, and things ; 
With scar^, and fans, and double change of bravery, 
With amber bracelets, beads, -and all this knavery. 
What, hast thou din'd ? The tailor stays thy leisure. 
To deck thy body with his ruflSing treasure. 

Enter Tailor, 
— Come, tailor, let us see these- ornaments :* 

Enter Haberdasher, 
Lay forth the gown. — What news with you, sir ? 

Hah, Here is the cap your worship didbespieak. 

Pet, Why, this-was moulded on a porringer ; 
A velvet dish ; — fyoj fye ! 'tis lewd and filthy \ 
Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnjit shell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, ababy'^ cap ; 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Kath, I'll have no bigger ; this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet, When you are gentle,' you shall have one too, 
And not till then. . 

Hor, That will not be in haste. [Aside* 

Kath, Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to speak ; 
And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe : 

Your betters have endur'd me say my mind ; 

^ - - ' ' ~ 

£1) laoiirpMt,*i time, wemeiAi sown «ei%\iHUA£LY imAa V} 
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And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart ; 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break : 
And, rather than it>»hall, I will be free 
1:1 ven to the uttermost, as I please, in words.* 

Pet. Why, thou say'st true ; it is a paltry cap, 
A custard-cofRn,^ a bauble, a silken pie : 
1 love thee well, in that thou hk'st it not. 

Kath, Love me, or love lue not, 1 like the cap ; 
And it I will have, or 1 will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : — Come, tailor, let ua see't 

mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here ? 
What's this ? a sleeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon : 
What! up and down, car v'd hke an apple-tart? 
Plere's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash, 
Like to a cense i*^ in a barber's shop . — 

^V^hy, what, o'devil's name, tailor, call'st thou this ? 
J fur, 1 see, she's like to have neither cap nor gown. \An» 
TaL You bid nic make it orderly and well. 

According to the fisliion, and the time. 

Pet, Marry, and did ; but if you be remcmber'd, 

1 did not bid you n^ar it tr> the time. 
Cio, hop me ovor every kennel home. 
For you shall hop without my custom, sir: 
ril none of it; hence, make your best of it. 

Katli, I never saw a bettcr-fashion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable : 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet, Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of thee. 

Tai, She says, your worship means to make a puppet 
of her. 

Pet, O monstrous arrogance ! thou liest, thou thread. 
Thou thimble,* 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, ihou winter cricket thou : — 
Lrav'd in mine own house with ^ skein of thread I 

[2] Shakespeare has her»^ copi«»d ra:ure w:i.!i jrreat skill. Fetriichio, by IH^ten- 
ing, starTiiig, and over watching hU t^'ife, h? J t dined her into gentleness and subaus>- 
sion. And the audience cxpet't-i to hear no more f if the shrew : when on her being 
«rosied, in Uie article of fashion and finery, the most inveterate folly of tbe sex, 
she flies OHta;rain. though for tbe last time, into all the Intemperate raceoTbtr 
Mature. WARBURTON'. 

(31 A coffin yai the culinary term for the raised crust of a pieor custard. STEfiV. 
4] Centen in barbers* shops are now disused, but they may easily be ionginedti 
bave been vessels which, for the emii^on of the smoke, were eut with ereaot muB- 
IberwdYwietJes of interstices. JOHNSON. 

|#7 TJbe taJJoi^ trade, hav\DS an vp^vrexke^ <A «fi«BiStBaie:yx baa sihrura hftnw 
«Mqrtteni|«d£a|Uih,UAUlotatcisma«ati<^wa»m^^ 4QBn&^»s&, 
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Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 

Or I shall so he-mete thee with thy yaj'd, 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv'st ! , 

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown. 

Tai, Your worship is deceived ; the gown is made 
Just as my master had direction : 
Gromio gave order how it should be done. 

Gru, I gave him np order, I gave him the stuff. 

Tai, But how did you desire it- should be made ? 

Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tai, But did you not request to have it cut ? 

Gru. Thou hast faced many things. 

Tai. I have. "^ 

Grv^ Face not me : thou hast braved many men ;* brave 
not me ; I will neither be laced, nor braved. 1 say unto 
thee, — I bid thy master cut out the gown ; but I did not 
bid him cut it to pieces : ergo^ thou hest. ' 

Tai, Why, here is the note p£ the fashion to testify. 
. Pet, Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in his throat, if he say I said so. 

Tai., Imprimis^ a loose-bodied gozam : — 

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown,^ sew 
me in the skirts of it, and beat me ' to death with a 
bottom of brown thread". I said, a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a small compassed cape ;® — 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. With a trunk sleeve ; — 

Gru, I confess two sleeves. ^ 

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut* 

Pet. Ay, the re '^s the villany. 

Gru. Error i' th' bill, sir; error i' th' bill. Icom- 
manded the sleeves should be cut oat, and sewed up 
again ; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy little 
finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai. This is true that I say ; an I had thee in place 
where, thou should'st know it. 

Gru. I am for thee straight : take thou the bill, give me 

[6] i. e. made many men Jine. Bravery was the ancient term for elegance oC 
firess.— -jPaced many things, i. e. turned up many things yrith/acingt. STEBVENS. 

[7] 1 think the joke is impaired unless we read, with the original play alreadjr 
quoted— « loose hodyft gown. It appearst however, that loose-bodied gowoa were 
tba dress of harlots. STEE VE:N S. 

[8] A compassed cape is a round cape. To compass is to come rovnd. JOHNS. 

StubbSy in nis Anatomy qf Abuses^ 1565, gives a most elaborate description of the 
rowDS of women ; and adds, " Some have cope« TeacWu?,do^xvVtt\Xia"aJ»Si*.^^^^« 



elM, fae^d wi^ velvet, or else with some tuie wrout]Q!t uS^\a«^N^^\wi^<»^x 
mtrixjrbnfeJx:*' STBBVENB 
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tbj mete-yard, and spare oot me. 

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grtimio 1 then he shall haye no odds. 

Pet. Well, sir, in' brief, the gown is not fdr me. 

Gru. Yoa are i' th' right, sir ; 'tis for my mistress. 

Pet, Go, take it up unto thy master's use ! 

Gru, Villain, not for thy life : Take up my mistress^ 
gown for thy master's use. 

Pet, Why, sir, what's your conceit in that ? 

Gru. O, sir, the conceit is deeper than you thmk for: 
Take up my mistress' gown to his master's use i 
O, fye, fye, £ye I 

Pet, Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor paid : lMie» 
—Go, take it lieuce ; begone, and say no more.. 

Hor, Tailor, Til pay thee for thy gown to*morrow. ) 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words : 
Away, I say ; commend me to thy master. [Exit TaUor. 

Pet. Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your father's^ 
Even in these honeHt mean habiliments ; 
Our purses snail be proud, our garments poor : 
For 'tis the miod that makes the body rich ; 
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds, 
»So honour peereth in the meanest habit 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel. 
Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 
O, no, good Kale ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 
If thou accounrVt it shame, lay ii on me: 
And therefore, frolic ; we will hence forthwith. 
To feast and sport us at thy Other's house.— 
Go, call my men, and let ha straight to him ; 
And bring our horses unto Long-lane end, 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.—* 
Let's see ; I think, 'tis now some seven o'clock. 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. I dare assure you, sir, 'tis almost two ; 
And 'twill be supper- time, ere you come there. 

Pet, It shall be seven, ere I go to horse : 
Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do. 
You are still crossing it. — Sirs, left alone : . 
I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, » ^ 

It shall be what o'clock I say it is. 

Hot. Why, ao I tlus^\axilYi\!i\.^f3iniiE^^ ^S!>a^« 
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SCENE IV. 

Padua, Before Baptista's Howe, Enter .TKAirio» and 
the Pedant dressed like Vincentio. 

Tra, Sir, this is the hoase ; Please it yoa, that I call ? 

Ped. Ay, what else ? and, but 1 be deceived, 
Signior Baptista may remember me, 
Near twenty years ag^, in Genoa, where 
We were lodgers at the Pegasus. 

Tra. 'Tis weU ; 
And hold your own in any case, with such 
Austerity as 'longeth to a father. 

Enter Biondello. 

Ped. I warrant you : But, sir, here comes your boy } 
'Twere good, he were schoord. 

TVa. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I advise you ; 
Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio. 

Bton, Tut ! fear not^e. 

Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista ? 

Eton, I told him, that your father was at Venice ; 
And that you look'd for him this day in Paduaw 

Tra. Thott'rt a tall fellow ^ hold thee that to drink« 
Here comes Baptista ^—set your countenance, sir.— \ • 

Enter Baptista and Lvcentio. 
Signior Baptista, you are hap{Mly met : 
— Sir, [To the Pedant.} * 

This is the gentleman f told you of; 
I pray you, stand good father to me now. 
Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Ped. Sofl, son ! 
— Sir, by your leave ; having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made meacquainted wjth a weighty cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself: 
And,— for the good report I hear of you ; 
And for the love he bfeareth to your daughter, 
And she to him, — to stay him not too long, 
I am content, in a good father's care, 
To have him match'd ; and, — if you please to like 
No worse than I, sir, — upon some agreement, 
Me shall you find most ready and most wilhng 
With one consent to have her so bestow'd ; 
For curious I cannot be with you, 
%Q Vol. III. 
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Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to saj ; — 
Your plainness, and your shortness^ please me weU. 
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him. 
Or both dissemble deeply their affections : 
And, therefore, if you say no more than, this. 
That hke a father you will deal with him, 
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower,^ 
The match is fuUy made, and all is done : 
Your son shall have my daughter with content. 

Tra. I thank you, sir. Where then do you know be 
We be affied ; and such assurance ta'en, 
^8 shall with either part's agreement stand ? 

Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, you know. 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants : 
Besides, old Gremio is hearkening still ; 
And, happUy, we might be interrufited.* 

Tra. Then at my lodging, antt like you, sir : 
There doth my father lie ; and there, tnis nigbt. 
We'll pass the business privately and well : 
Send for your daughter by your servant here. 
My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 
The worst is this, — that, at so slender warning, 
YouVe like to have a thin and slender pittance. 

%ap. It hkes me well : — Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight ; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happened :— - 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 
And how she's like to be Lucentio's wife. 

Imc. I pray the gods she may, with all my heart 1 

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ? 
Welcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer : 
Come, sir ; we'll better it in Pisa. 

Bap. I follow you. [£xe. Tra. Pedant^ and Ba 

Bion. Cambio. — 

Jjuc. What say'st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. You saw my master wink and laugh upon you ? 

Luc. Biondello, what of that ? 



[1] To patf is, in tbis place* synooyBDous to atnre or eonvigr; n It immifhwii 
con in tiie covenant of a purchased deed, tliat the cnmter haa power to buniot m 
Ite. •* and thereby to past and convey** the premiaea to the crantM. RITaOv. 

pj BapfUjf, in ShakeapearB^a tins, aignSAed auUMUOtg, u inU uAwiMiM 
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Bion. Talth, nothing ; bat he has left me here behind^ 
to expound the meaning or moral of his signs and tokens^ 

Luc. I praj thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thns. Baptista is safe, talking with the 
deceiving^ father of a deceitful son. 

Luc. And what of him ? 

Bion. His daughter is to he brought by you to the 
supper. 

Luc. And then ? — 

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke^s church is at yoQr 
command at all hours. 

Liu;. And what of all this ? 

Bion. I cannot tell ; except they are busied about a 
counterfeit assurance : — Take you assurance of her, cun 
privilegio ad imprimendum solim ;' to the church ;-^ 
take the priest, clerk, and some sufficient honest wit* 
nesses : 

If this be not that you look fbr^ I haye no more to say, 
But, bid Bianca j&rewell for ever and a day. [Going 

Luc. Hear'st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in. an 
afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley to stuff 
a rabbit ; and so may you, sir^ and so adieu, sir. My 
master hath appointed me to go to Saint Luke's, to bra 
the priest be ready to come against you come with your 
appendix. [Exit. 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore should I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her ; 
It shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit* 

SCENE V. 
A public Road. EinUr Petruchio, Kathaiuni, and Hon- 

TENSfO. 

Pet. Come on, o'God's name ; once more toward our 
father's. 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon ! 
Kaih. The moon! the sun ; it is not moonlight now. 
Ptt. I say, it is the moon that shines so bright. 
Kaih. I know, it is the sun that shines so bright 
Pet. Now, by my mother's son, and that's myseMi 



[3] It is scarce necessary to observe, that these are the words which y MWoiy 
«re put on books where an ^ * .^— -•—«»- -*-^ *- » • 

fbr priotiog them. R£SIL 



were put on books where an exclusive right had bMD {ntatad to f io cyw r 
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It ihiD be moon, or ttar» or what I list, . 
Or ere 1 journey to your fiither's hoose : — 
Go on, »nd fetch our horses back again, — 
Evermore crossed, and cross'd ; nothing but cross'd 

Hot, Say as he says, or we shall never go. 

Kath, Forward, I pray, since we hare come so 6 
And be it moon, or san, or what you please : 
And if you please to call it a rush candle, 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

FeU I say, it is the moon. 

Kath. I know it is. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun* 

Kath. Then, God be bless'd, it is the blessed sun 
Bat sun it is not, when you say it is not ; 
And the moon changes, even as your mind. 
What yoQ will have it nam'd, even that it is ; 
And so it shall be so, for Katharine. 

Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is won. 
^ Pet. Well, forward, forward : thus the bowl sbouli 
And not unluckily against the bias. — 
But soft ; what company is coming here ? 

Enter Vincentio, in a travelling dress. 

Good*morrow, gentle mistress : Where away ? 

[To ViNcs 
— Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her theeks I 
What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty. 
As those two eyes become that heavenly face ,? — 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee : — 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty^s sake* 

Hor, 'A will make the man mad, to make a w 
of him. 

Kath, Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and • 
Whither away ; or where is thy abode ? , 

Happ^ the parents of so fair a child ; 
Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellow ! 

Pet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not i 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, ^ed, witherM ; 
And not a maiden, as thou say'st he is. 
^ Kdih. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyefl. 
That have been ao bedazzled with the sun, 
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That every thing I look on seemeth green :^ 
Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father ; 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and, withi^, make known 
Which way thou travellest : if along with iw, 
We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Fin. Fair sir, — and you, ray merry mistress,— 
That with your strange t.ncounter much amaz'd me ; 
My name is call'd — Vincentio ; my dwelling— 'Pisa ; 
And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 

Pet. What is his naoDte ? 

Ftn. Lucentio, gentle sir. 

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 
Apd now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee — my loving father ; 
The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy son by this hath married : Wonder not. 
Nor be not griev'd ; she is of good esteem. 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio : 
And wander we to see thy honest son, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Fin. But is this true ? or is it else your pleasure. 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof j 
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 

[Exe. Pet.. Kath. and Vin. 

Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if she be froward. 
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 

[Exit. 

w 

U] Shakespeare's observation on the phsnomena of nature are very accurate. 
When one has sat long in the sunshine, the surrounding objects will often apptv 

HageCi fritb gnen. The reason is assigned by maBy of the irrlters oo optica. 

6 / / BLACKSTONE. 



910 Tjupiro or act 

ACT V. 

■ ♦ 

SCENE I. — Padva. Before LuceVtio's House. Enter on, 
one tide Biondello,. Lugertio, and Biauca ^ Gaimio 
walking on the other side. 

Biondello. 

Softly and^wifUy, sir ; for the priest is ready. 

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to neeil 
thee at home, thereibre leavie us. 

Bion. Nay, &ith, I'U see the churcli o' your back ; and 
then come back to my master as soon as I. can. 

[Exevni tiuc. -Bian. and Biondelio. 

Ore. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. . 

£iiter Petruchio, KixHARiirA, VivcKsno^and Attendanti. 

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio^s house^ ^ 
My. father's bears more toward the market-place \ 
Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before you go ; 
I think, I shall command your welcome here, 
And, by all likelihood, some cheer js toward; [Knoch. 

Gre. They're busy^ithin, you were best Imock louder. 

EtUer Pedant above^ at a window.. 

Ped. What's he, that knocks as he would beat down the 
gate? ' * ^ 

Fin, Is signior I^ucentio within, sir ? ^ 

Ped. He's within, sir^ but not^to be spoken withal. 

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 
two, to make merry withaL * . 

' Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to youf^elf ; he shall 
need none^ so long as Ilive. 

Pet. Nay, I told you, your son' was beloved in Padua. 
— Do you hear, sir ? — ^to leave frivolous circumstances, — 
I pray you, tell signior Lucentio, that his father is come 
from Pisa, and is here at the door to speak with him. 

Ped. Thou-lie9t ; his* father is come from Pisa, and here 
looking out .at the windpw; ' . 

Fin. Art thou his father ? 

Ped. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I ma^ believe her. 

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman ! [2b VincentioJ 
why^ this is flat knavery, to take upon you ak'otbi^r man's 
aame. 
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Ped. Lay haads on the villain ; I believe, 'a meaas to 
.cozen somebody in this city under my countenance. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Eton. I have seen them in the church together ; God 
send 'em good shipping ! — But who is here ? mine old 
rmaster, Vincentio ? now we are undone, and brought to 
■^nothing. 

Ftn. Come hither, crack-hemp. [Seeing Bioivdello* 

Bion. I hope, 1 may choose, sir. 

Fin. Come hither, you rogue ; What, have you forgot 
me? 

Bion, Forgot you ? no, sir : I could not forget you, fop 
I never saw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou never see 
thy master's father, Vincentio ? 

Bion. What, my old, worshipful old master ? yes, mar- 
ry, sir ; see where he looks out of the window. 

Vin. Is't so, indeed ? [Beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help I , here's a madman will murder 
me ! [Exit. 

Ped. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista ! 

[Exit from the window. 

Pet. Pr'ytbee, Kate, let's stand aside, and see the end 
of this controversy. [They retire. 

Re-enter Pedant helow ; Baptista, Tranio, and Servants. 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my servant ? 

Vin. What am I, sir ? nay, what are you, sir ? — O 
immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet ! a vel- 
vet hose ! a scarlet cloak ! and a -copatain hat !* — O, I 
am undone ! I am undone ! while I play the good hus* 
band at home, my son and my servant spend all at the 
university. 

Tra. How now ! what's the matter? 

Bap. What, is the man lunatic ? 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by your 
habit, but your words shew you a madman : Why, sir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold ? I thank 
my good father, 1 am able to maintain it. 

[5] A Copatain hnt, is, I believe, a hat with a conical crown, such u wai aDclufe^ 
ly worn bv well-'ireased men. JOHNSON. 

In 8tubb8*a Jnatomie of Abusu, printed 1595, there is an entire ebnttr " oi tkt 
liattei of England,** bei^ning thu^:— *' Sometlines they um tbeia. m^tm on tkt 
erowne, pearking up like the speare or ahaft of a iteeple, iTllMlInt i"uJil_ J^ - 
fiwlriwTMIieeroWiie of their he«ih''%«. BTiHBYgyg. ^. > ^T^ Lj 

4B 
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rift. Thy 6ther?-<-0y viUaiii! he is a sail-maker ia 
Bergamo. 

Bap. You mistake, sir ; jon mistake, sir : Pray, what 
do you think is his name ? - 

Ft*. His name ? as if I Imew not his name : I have 
brought him up ever since he was three years old, and 
his name is — Tranio. , 

Ped. Away, away, jnad ass! his name is Lucentio ; and 
he is mine only son, and heir to the lands of me, ugnior | 
Vincentio. I 

Fin. Lucentio ! O, he hath murdered his master !— 1 1 
Lay hold. on him, I cha^rgB you, in the duke's name:— 
O, my son, my son ! — tefl me, thou villain, where is my 
son Lucentio? 

. Tra. Call forth an Officer : [Enter one mth an Officer.] 
carry this mad ^^kn^ye to the gaol : — ^Father Baptista^ I 
charge you see, tha^t he be forthcoming. 

Ftn. Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre. Stay, officer'; he' shall not go to prison. 

Bap, Talk not, signior Gremio ; I say, he shaH go to 
prison. 

€rre. Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you be conej- 
catched in this business f I dare . swear, this is the 
right Vincentio. 

Ped, Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, 1 dare not swear it. 

Tra. Then thou wert best say, that I am ftpt Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard ; to the gaol with him. 

Fin. Thus strangers may be haled and abiis'd : — 
O monstrous villain 1 

Re-enter Biohoello, with Litcentio dnd Bianca. 
Bion. O, we are spoiled, and-— Yonder he is ; deny bim, 
forswear him, or else we are all undone. 
. Luc. Pardon, sweet father. [i&icc/ing. 

Fin.. Lives my sweetest son ? 

^ [BioN. Tra. and Pedant run out.'' 
Bian. Pardon, dear father. [Kneeling 

. Bap. How hast thou offended ?— 
Where is Lucentio-? 
Lmc. Here's Lucentio, 



fTj Tbe oia copy myv- at/ott «c ma) U. IBAT^O'SL, 
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J Right son unto the right Vincentio ; 

^ That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
^. While counterfeit supposes blear'd thine eyne.' 

Gre, Here's packing,^ with a witness, to deceive US all! 

Fin. Where is that damned villain, Tranio, 
■■ That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter so ? 
; Bap, Why, tell me, is not this my CfllBibio? 

Bian, Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 

■ Luc, Love wrought these miracles. Bianca*8 love 

■ .Made me exchange my state with Tranio, 

j While he did bear my countenance in the town| 
1 And happily I have arriv'd at last 
. Unto the wished haven of my bliss: — 
^ What Tranio did, myself enforc'd him to ; 
^ Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake* 
I Fin, ril slit the villain's nose, that would have sent me 
to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir ? [To Luc] Have you mar- 
ried my daughter without asking my good-will ? 

Fin, Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you, go to: 
But I will in, to be revenged for this villany. [Eoeit 

Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery. Exit. 
Lmc. Look not pale, Bianca ; thy father will not 
frown. [Exeunt Luc. and Bian. 

Gre. My cake is dough :' But I'll in among the rest ; 
Out of hope of all, — but my share of the feast. . [Exit. 

Petruchio and Katharina advance. 

Kath. Husband, let's follow, to see the end of this ado. 
Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 
Kaih. What, in the midst of the street ? 
Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ? 
Kaih. No, sir ; God forbid : — ^but ashamed to kiss. 
Pet. Why, then let's home again : — Come, sirrah, let's 
away. 

[8] To blear tht eye^ was an ancient phrase signifying to deceive, STEEYBNS. 

[9] i. e. plotting, underhand contrivance. STEEVENS. 

[11 This is a proverbial expression, which was generally used when any project 
ausearried. MALONE. 

Rather when any disappointment was sustained, contrary to every appearance or 
expectation. Howel, in one of his letters, mentioning the birth of LjOuis the Four* 
teenth, 8av8-><*The dueen is delivered of a Dauphin, the wonderfullest thing of 
this kind that any story can parallel, for this is the three-and-twentieth year a&ic* 
abe was married, and hath continued childless all this while. So tliat now M Oft* 
•ieor*! eake UjAough.*^ REED. 

Vol. ni. o 
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Kaih. Nay, I will give thee a kiss : now pray thee, 

loTe, stay. 
PeL Is not this well ? — Come, my sweet Kate ; 
Better once than never, for never too late. [Exemt. 

SCENE II. 

A Room in LrcERTio's House. A Banquet set out. Enier 
Baptista^ Vincentio, Grfmio, the Pedant^ Lucentio, 
BiANCA, Petruchio, Katiiarina, HoRTENsro, ard 
JVidozi\ Tranio, Biondello, Gruuio, and others^ at- 
tending. 

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree : 
And time it is, when raging war is done, 
To smile at 'scapes and perils overblown. — 
iMy fair Bianca, bid my father welcome. 
While I with self-same kindness welcome thine :— 
Brother Petruchio, — sister Katharina, — 
And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, — 
Feast with the best, and welcome to my house ; 
Mv banquet is to close our stomachs up, 
Aner our great good cheer : Pray you, sit down ; 
For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. 

[JTiey sit at iahU, 

Pet* Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat ! 

Bap. Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio. 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Hor, For both our sakes, I would that word were tmt 

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widow.* 

JVid. Then never trust me if I be afeard. 

Pet. You are sensible, and yet you miss my sense ; 
1 mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 

Wid, He that is giddy, thinks the world turns round. 

Pet. Roundly replied. 

Kath. Mistress, how mean you that ? 

fVid, Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me ! — How likes Hortensio that? 

Hor. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale. 

Pet. Very well mended : Kiss him for that, good 
widow. 

[8] To/kor, as has been ilready observed, meant in our aathor*B tfnw botk ti 
dread, and to Intimidate. The widow understands the word in tbo latter aeaH; ui 
retruchio tails her, he used it in the former, flf ALONE. 
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Kath, He that is giddy, thinks the world turns round: 
— I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 

Wtd, Your husband, being troubled with a shrew. 
Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe : 
And now you know my meaning. 

Kath. A very mean meaning. 

Wtd, Right, 1 mean you. 

Kath, And I am mean, indeed, respecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate ! 

Hor, To her, widow! 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down. 

Hor. That's my office. 

Pet. Spoke like an officer: — ^Ha' to thee, lad. 

[Drinka to HoRTfiNSIO. 

Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks ? 

Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 

Bian. Head, and butt ? an hasty-witted body 
Would say, your head and butt were head and horn. 

Vm. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awakenM you ? 

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I'll sleep 
again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not ; since you have beguo^ 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Bian, Am I your bird ? I mean to shift my bush. 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow : — 
You are welcome all. 

[Exeunt Bianca, Katharuta, and Widow. 

Pet. She hath prevented me. — Here, signior Tranio^ 
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss'd. 

Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his greyhound> 
Which runs himself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swift simile,^ but something currish. 

Tra. 'Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself; 
'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Lmc. I thank thee for that gird,* good Tranio. 

Hor. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here? 

Pet. 'A has a little galPd me, I confess ; 
And, as the jest did glance away from me, 

J 3] 5«v(^— besides the original sense of tpud^ in moiien, sisnSitod iHl^t pMk- 
ted. Qttici; is DOW used io almost tbe fame naie SB ttteMeiTMiBtttW 
tbat of our author. JOHNSON. 
[4] ▲ gird h a tarc^tmf u. fite. STEflVENB. 
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'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 

Bap. Now, in g^od sadness, son Petruchio, 
I think thou hast the yeriest shrew of all. 

Pet. Well, I say — no : and therefore, for as8uraiice« 
Let's each one send unto his wife ; 
And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her. 
Shall win the wager which we will propose. 

Hor. Content : — What is the wager ? 

Lmc. Twenty crowns. 

P€t. Twenty crowns ! 
I'll venture so much on my hawk, or hound. 
But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match ; 'tis done. 

Hor. Who shall begin ? 

Luc. That will I.— Go, 
Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 

Bion. 1 go. [£M[. 

Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 

Luc. ru have no halves ; I'll bear it all myself. 

Re-enter Biondello. 
—How now ! what news ? 

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word 
That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come I 
is that an answer ? 

Gre. Ay, and a kind or e too : 
<^ray God, sir, your wi/^ send you not a worse. 

Pet. I hope, better. 

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthw th. [Exit Bionoelio 

Pet. O, ho ! entreat her ! 
"Nay, then she must ne^ids come. 

Hor. I am afraid, sir, 
De what you can, your's will not be entreated* 

Re-enter Biondello. 
Now Where's my wife ? 

Bion. She says, you have some goodly jest in hand { 
6he will not come ; she bids you come to her. 

P0tn Warse and wor»ft she will not come ! O yQe 
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Intolerable, not to be endarM ! — 

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress ; 

Say, I command her to come to me. [Exit Gkv9, 

Hor, I know her answer. 

Pet, What? 

Hor. She will not come. 

Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and there an end* 

Enter Katharina. 

Bap, Now, by my holidame, here comes Katharina I 

Kath, What is your will, sir, that you send for me ? 

Pet. Where is your sister, and HorteDaio's wife ? 

Kath, They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 

Pet, Go, fetch them hither ; if they deny to come^ 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands : 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

\Ex%t Katbarina 

Laic, Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder 

Hor, And so it is ; I wonder what it bodes ? 

Pet, Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life^ 
An awful rule, and right supremacy ; 
And, to be short, what not, .that's sweet and happy. 

Bap, Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio \ 
The wager thou hast won ; and 1 will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ; 
Another dowry to another daughter. 
For she is changed, as she had never been. 

Pet, '^^y^ I will win my wager better yet ; 
And show more sign of her obedience. 
Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katharina, Tmth Bianca and Widow. 

See, where she comes ; and brings your froward wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. — 
Katharine, that cap of your's becomes you not ; 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[Kath. pulls off' her cap^ and throws it domi 

Wid, Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh, 
Till I be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Bian, Fye ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 

Luc, I would, your duty were as foolish too : 
The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper- time. 

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
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Pet. Katharine, I charge thee» tell these headstroDf 
women 
What daty they do owe their lords and hasbanda. 

JVid, Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have us 

telling. 

Pet, Come on, I say ; and first begin with her. 

JVid, She shall not. 

Pet, I say, she shall ; — and first begin with her. 

Kath, Fye ! fye ! unknit that threat'ning unkind browj 
Aud dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 
To wound thy lord, Ihy king, thy governor : 
It blots thy beauty, as frost biles the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake &ir budi ; 
And in no sense is meet, or amiable. 
A woman mov'd isitke a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
AVill deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper. 
Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares for thee^ 
And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe ; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; — 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
iSuch duty as the subject owes the prince, 
JRven such, a woman oweth to her husband : 
And, when she's frowanl, peevish, sullen, sour> 
And, not obedient to his honest will. 
What is she, but a foul contending rebel, 
/\nd graceless traitor to her loving lord ?-— 
J am ashamed, that women are so simple 
To offer war, where they should kneel for peace ; 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 
When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies sofl, and weak, and smooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world ; 
But that our soft conditions and our hearts. 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours. 
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My heart as great ; my reason, haply, more, 

To handy word for word, and frown for frown : 

But now, I see our lances are but straws ; 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare,*** 

That seeming to he most, which we least are. 

Then veil your stomachs,^ for it is no hoot ; 

And place your hands below your husband's fi>ot : 

fn token of which duty, if he please, 

hi J hand is ready, may it do him ease. 

Pet. Why, there's a wench ! — Come on, and kiBS me^ 
Kate. 

Tmc. Well, go thy ways, old lad ; for thou shalt ha't. 

Fin, 'Tis a good hearing, when children are toward. 

Luc, But a harsh hearing, when women are froward. 

Pet, Come, Kate, we'll to-bed : — 
We three are married, but you two are sped.* 
Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white f 

[To LUCENTIO. 

And, being a winner, God give you good-night ! 

[Elxe.. Petruchio and Katharina. 
Hor, Now go thy ways, thou hast tam'd a curst 

shrew.* 
Luc. 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be tam'd so. 

[Exeunt.^ 

[5] i. e. abate your pride* your spirit 8TEE YENS. 

[61 i. e. (be fate of you both is decided ; for you have wives who exhibit early 
proofs of disobedience. STEEVENS. 

[7] To hit the tokile is a phrase borrowed from archery : the mark was commonly 
white. Here it alludes to the name, Bianca^ or whUe. JOHNSON. 

[8] As this was meant for a rhyming couplet, it should be observed that ancienUy 
the word — shrew was pronounced as if it bad been written— shrow. TImis, in Mr. 
Lodge's niuttrationf of English HUtory, Vol. II. p. 164, Burghley calls Lord 
Shrewsbury— Shrowsbury. See, also, the same work, vol. II. p. 168—9. 

STEEVENS. 

[9] At the conclusion of this piece, Mr. Pope continued liis insertions from the 
Ola play, as follows : 

' Enter two ServantSt bearing Sly in hit own apparel^ and having him on the stage. 

Thtn erUer a Tapster. 

** Sly. [atvaking.] Sim, give*3 some more wine.-— What, all the players 
gone 1— Am I not a lord ? 

" Tap. A lord, with a murrain ?— Come, art thou drunk still ? 

" Sly. Who^s this 1 Tapster !— Oh, I have had the bravest dream that ever thou 
heard'st in all thy life. 

" Tap. Tea, marry, but thou hadst best get thee home, for your wife will curse 
you for dreaming here all night. 

" Sly. Will she 1 I know how to tame a shrew. 1 dreamt upon it all this night, 
and thou hast wakM me out of the best dream that ever I had. But I'll to my wife, 
MDd tame her too, if she anger me." 

These passages, which have been hitherto printed as part of the work of Shakes- 
peare, I nave sunk into the notes* that ther u^y ^e preserved, as tXsA^ «ft,«.\&.\<ck\i^ 
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nectNAiy to tbe iategrily of tne piece, tbough tlwy really compose do ptrt of it, 
being not published in the folio, 1623. Mr. Pope, trnwoTor, baa quoted tbtn witfc 
s dteree of inaccuracy whicli would bave deserved censure, bad tbaj been of 
emter conaequenre than tbey are. Tbe players delivered down this comedy, 
aiBODg tbe rest, as one of SbalLespoare^s own ; and its intrinsic merit bears suffieiwt 
ovfctence to the propriety of their decision. 

if ay I add a few reasons why I neither beliere the former comedy of 7%< 
Taminp <if the Shrew, 1607, nor the old play of King J»kn, in two Farts, to have 
been the worlE of Slialcespeare ? He generally followed every novel or history 
flrom whence he took his plots, n closely as he could ; and is so often indebted to 
^hese originals for hid very thoughts and expressions, that we may fairly pronounce 
Mm not to bave been above borrowing, to spare himself the labour of inrentioD. 
H is therefore probable, that botli these plays, (lilie that of Xing Henry V. in which 
Oldcastle is introduced,) were the unsuccessful performances of contemporary 
players. Shakespeare saw (bey were meanly written, and yet that their plans 
nere such as would furnish incidents for a better dramatist He therefore might 
■'azily adopt the order of their jr€ne<>, still writing the dialogue anew, and insertic£ 
^ittle more from cither piere, than a few lines which he might think worth pre- 
ierviog, or was too much in haifte to alter. It is no uncommon thing in the literary 
world, to see tbe track of others followed by those who would oerer bave giveu 
theauelvei tbe trouble to mai k nut one of tb«1r e«rn. STEB V£NS. 
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